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JOHN McDUFFEE. 


lity Rev. Atonzo H. Quint, D.D. 


To men of their own energetic stock, 
who, refusing all political preferment, 
given comprehensive abilities, ster- 
ling integrity, and sagacious industry, 
to the development of business, many 
New-Hampshire towns owe an imper- 
ishable debt. John McDuffee’s record 
is in the prosperity of Rochester. 

The name itself suggests that strong 
Scotch-Irish blood which endured the 
siege of Londonderry, in which were 
Mr. McDuffee’s ancestors, John Mc- 
Duffee and his wife Martha, honored in 
John ahd Martha McDuffee 
had four sons; viz., Mansfield, Archi- 


bald, John, and Daniel. 


tradition. 


Mansfield went 
to London, England; the other three 
came with their parents to America in 
the emigration which gave New Hamp- 
hire the powerful stock of Derry and 
Londonderry. John, the father of these 
ms, settled in Rochester, in 1729, on 
land on the east side of the Cocheco 
River, adjoining Gonic Lower Falls, — 
the farm of eighty-five acres remaining 
without break in the family, and now 
owned by the subject of this sketch. 
The Rochester settler was, as just stated, 
he father of Daniel McDuffee, and also 
of Colonel John McDuffee, a gallant 
officer in the old French and Revolu- 
tionary wars, lieutenant-colonel in Col. 


Poor’s regiment, who, never marrying, 


adopted his brother Daniel’s son John, 
and eventually made him his heir. John, 
the colonel’s heir, was a farmer in good 
circumstances, married Abigail, daugh- 
ter of Simon and Sarah (Ham) Torr, 
and was father of John McDuffee, the 
subject of this sketch, who was born on 
the farm once the colonel’s, about a mile 
and a half from Rochester village, on 
the Dover road, Dec. 6, 1803. 

Of course, while working on the farm 
more or less, he had for five or more 
years the advantage of a good school. 

In 1818, at the age of fifteen, the boy 
entered Franklin Academy, in Dover. 
In 1821, at the age of eighteen, he 
the store of his uncle, John 
Greenfield, at Rochester. 


went into 


After two years’ experience, he be- 
gan the same business for himself on 
the was successful, and, 
after two years, took into partnership 
his uncle, Jonathan H. Torr. During 
this period he was commissioned post- 
master of Rochester, being not of age 
when appointed ; and he held this office 
until removed on Jackson’s accession 


same square ; 


to the presidency. 

In the spring of the year 1831 he 
went to Dover, and began the same 
business on a broader scale. Steady 
success continued to reward his energy 
and industry. In February, 1833, he 
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sold out his business in Dover, and re- 
turned to Rochester to settle the estate 
of his wife’s father, Joseph Hanson, an 
old and wealthy merchant of Roches- 
ter, whose daughter Johanna Mr. Mc- 
Duffee had married June 21, 1829. 

bank in 
saw that 


‘here was no 
Mr. McDufiee 


needed. 


Rochester. 
a bank was 
He prepared the plans, se- 
cured signatures, obtained a charter 
from the Legislature in 1834, and or- 
ganized the Rochester Bank. He be- 
came cashier, his brother-in-law, Dr. 
James Farrington, being president. 

Cashier for twenty years, on the then 
renewal of its charter, Mr. McDuffee re- 
signed the cashiership in favor of his 
son Franklin, and became president. 
The bank did not become a national 
bank until 1874, and in the six years 
previous he and his son formed the 
house of “John McDuffee & Co., pri- 
vate bankers,” took up the old bank’s 
business, and successfully carried it on. 
In 1874 they merged it in a national 
bank, the one being president and the 
other cashier, as before, and the two 
taking two-fifths of its stock. 

Mr. McDuffee was one of the original 
grantees of the Dover National Bank, 
and for a short time was a director. 
He is a heavy stockholder in the Straf- 
ford National Bank, and has been an 
active director since 1870. 

The Norway Plains Savings Bank, at 
Rochester, was chartered in 1851, and 
Mr. McDuffee became its treasurer, be- 
ing succeeded by his son Franklin in 
1867, and himself becoming president, 
an office in which he still remains. 

Mr. McDuffee early saw the advan- 
tages of manufacturing to a community. 
By his own means and a liberal allow- 
ance of banking facilities he has greatly 
aided their development : the first such 
enterprise in Rochester, the Mechanics’ 


Fohn McDuffee. 


Manufacturing Company, being decided 
to locate there by the new banking facili- 
ties. Mr. McDuffee was a director. It 
was a manufacture of blankets, and its 
successor is the Norway Plains Manufac- 
turing Company. ‘The original company 
Mr. McDuffee carried safely through 
the crisis of 1837. The mill property at 
Gonic Mr. McDuffee bought in 1845 
to lease to N. V. Whitehouse, that the 
He 


held his purchase for about ten years. 


business might not be given up. 


The effort was successful, and the prop- 
erty was eventually taken by a joint- 
stock company. 

Stephen Shorey, owning some facili- 
ties for manufacturing at East Roches- 
ter, came to Mr. McDuffee to see if the 
bank would advance means to build. 
Mr. McDuffee at once pledged the 
means, and the mills were built. A 
stock company afterwards purchased 
mills and machinery, and the thriving 
village of East Rochester owes its pros- 
perity to Mr. McDuffee’s liberal policy. 
Thus have been developed the thre 
principal water-powers of Rochester. 

Mr. McDuffee’s personal interests in 
manufacturing were also in the Great 
Falls Manufacturing Company, in whose 
great business he was a director for four 
years. Capital, one million five hun- 
dred thousand dollars. In 1862 he 
bought large interests in the Cocheco 
Manufacturing Company, and has there 
remained. Since 1874 he has been a 
director of that corporation. 

The need of facilities at 
Rochester was early apparent to Mr. 
McDuffee. In 1846 he entered into 
two enterprises, — the Cocheco road, 
from Dover to Alton Bay, and Conway 
road, from Great 


railroad 


Falls to Conway. 
Each was to, and did, pass through 
Rochester. 

In each road Mr. McDuffee was the 
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largest individual stockholder, and of 
When the 
Conway road reached Rochester, Mr. 
McDuffee resigned 


each was the first treasurer. 


its treasurership. 
The other road, after various difficul- 
ties, became the Dover and Winnipe- 
saukee by the incorporation of its bond- 
holders, and Mr. McDuffee continued 
Rochester was thus 
doubly accommodated ; but another 
avenue was needed, and Mr. McDuffee 
took part in the Portland and Roches- 
ter, which secured a route eastward, 
of which road he was a director ; and 
he invested liberally in the Rochester 
and Nashua, which opened a line to the 
west. The result has been that Roches- 
ter is the “ billing-point,” and its vari- 
ous manufacturing interests have felt its 
Impetus. 

The beauty of the “ McDuffee Block” 
in Rochester, built by him in 1868, ex- 


to be a director. 


hibits the owner’s public spirit. 

As a Mason he joined Humane Lodge 
on the very day he became “ of lawful 
age.” 

In religion, Mr. McDuffee was brought 
up under good old Parson Joseph Haven, 
and has remained a liberal supporter of 
the Congregational Society. 

In politics he was an earnest Whig. 
His first vote was for the electors who 
chose John Quiricy Adams president, 
and his postmastership was ended by 
Andrew Jackson. He has always been 
a decided Republican. 

Mr. McDuffee’s great amount of la- 
bor has been possible only by the vigor- 
constitution which inherited. 
The boy who, before he left home, 
“ carried the forward swath ” in the hay- 
field made the man who now accom- 
plishes an amount of work which would 
surprise many younger men. Monday 
is always given to the Strafford Bank 


ous he 
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at Dover; ‘Tuesday he presides at the 
Rochester Bank meeting ; Wednesday, 
at the Savings bank; and no day is 
idle. 

Of Mr. McDuffee’s happy domestic 
relations nothing need be said. Of 
his eight children, naming them in the 
order of birth, (1) Joseph, who fol- 
lowed the sea, died (single) on the 
ocean, at the age of thirty-five. (2) 
Franklin, left two sons, John Edgar 
and Willis. (3) John Randolph, grad- 
uated at the Chandler Scientific De- 
partment in 1857, was a civil engineer 
in Rochester, and died single, aged 
twenty-five. (4) Anna M. is the wife 
of Frank S. Brown of Hartford, Conn., 
of the firm of Brown, Thompson, & 
Co. She has one son and two daugh- 
ters. (5) Mary Abbie is the wife 
of Charles K. Chase, a merchant in 
Rochester, and has two daughters. 
(6) Sarah, died single. (7) George, 
the only surviving son, is engaged in 
extensive grain, mill, and lumber busi- 
ness in Rochester. He married, first, 
Lizzie Hanson, who died leaving a son ; 
afterward he married, second, Nellie, 
daughter of Dr. James Farrington of 
Rochester, her father being nephew of 
Dr. James Farrington M.C. (8) Oli- 
ver, died in infancy. 

Judged by the sucess of his work as 
a banker, as developing by a liberal 
and wise help every worthy manufac- 
turing enterprise, and as foremost in the 
building of the various railways center- 
ing in Rochester, it is clear that Mr. 
McDuffee nobly comes into the list of 
those spoken of in our first paragraph, 
whose record is in the prosperity of his 
native town, where ability, sagacity, in- 
tegrity, and kindness have united to 
make that record, as well as his own 
personal success. 
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FRANKLIN McDUFFEE. 


FRANKLIN McDurrer, son of John 
and Joanna (Hanson) McDuffee, was 
born at Dover, Aug. He 
entered Gilmanton Academy at the age 


1832. 


.- 
<j? 


of twelve years, and graduated with 
honor at Dartmouth College in 1853. 


He read law for a short time with Hon. 
Daniel M. Christie of Dover. In May, 
1854, he the position of 
Rochester State Bank. 
In 1857 he was seriously injured by ex- 
posure incurred while on an expedition 
to the White Mountains, from the effect 
of which he never fully recovered. 


accepted 
cashier of the 


He married, Dec. 4, 1861, Fanny 
Hayes of Rochester. 

In 1866 he was appointed treasurer 
of the Norway Plains Savings Bank, 
which office he held until his death. 
Two years later he became one of the 
firm of “John McDuffee & Co., Bank- 
ers.” In 1874 he was appointed cashier 
of the Rochester Nationai Bank. He 
was initiated in the Humane Lodge of 
Free and Accepted 
1856. 


Masons, Dec. g, 
The next year he was chosen 
secretary. He was master of the lodge 
in 1863-64. In 1866 and 1867 he 
_Officiated as District Deputy of the 
He 
served the town as selectman, and many 
years as superintending school com- 


Grand Lodge of New Hampshire. 


mittee ; was a member of the Legisla- 
ture in 1862, and of the Constitutional 
Convention in 1876. He joined the 
Congregational Church in 1868, and 
was chosen deacon four years later. 
After a sickness of a few weeks he died 
at Rochester, Nov. 11, 1880. 

The character of Franklin McDuffee 


was one of rare excellence, blending 
many valuable traits. As a lad he was 
studious, thoughtful, kind, and mature 
beyond his years. He was thorough and 
exact in his studies, faithful and exem- 
plary as a student, and esteemed: by his 
He 
honest, modest and retiring. 


associates. was industrious and 


In politics he was a stanch Republi- 
can, an unflinching friend of temper- 
ance and good order. He had decision, 
energy, and esturdy pluck, without mal- 
ice or bitterness. He was an effective 
speaker, his words having weight from 
the influence of his character. He was 
one of the most entertaining lecturers in 
New Hampshire. He took a deep 
in education, 
sought to elevate the schools of Roches- 


interest and zealously 


ter. From his interest in_ historical 
subjects, he was elected a member of 
the New Hampshire Historical Society ; 
and wrote a series of valuable historical 
articles for the “ Rochester Courier,” 
which have lately been gathered into 
book form and will shortly be published. 
His mind was essentially mathematical, 
with keen powers of analytic thought. 
His methodical turn of mind fitted him 
especially for business, in which he was 
a model of diligence, exactness, and 
integrity. 
men highly appreciated his sterling 
worth, and his intimates prized his 
friendship. 

His firm and substantial character 
was beautified and crowned with the 
graces of a*Christian life. His religion, 
like every other part of his character, 
was genuine. 


His neighbors and towns- 
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THE FAMILY IMMIGRATION TO NEW ENGLAND. 


By Tuomas W. BICKNELL, LL.D. 


THE unit of society is the individual. 
The unit of civilization is the family. 
Prior to December 20, 1620, New- 
England life had never seen a civilized 
family or felt its influences. It is true 
that the Icelandic Chronicles tell 
us that Lief, the son of Eric the Red, 
1001, sailed with a crew of thirty-five 
men, in a Norwegian vessel, and driven 
southward in a storm, from Greenland 
along the coasts of Labrador, wintered 
in Vineland on the shores of Mount 
Hope Bay. Longfellow’s Skeleton in 
Armor has revealed their temporary 
settlement. Thither sailed Eric’s son, 
Thorstein, with his young and beautiful 
wife, Gudrida, and their twenty-five 
companions, the following year. His 
death occurred, and put an end to the 
expedition, which Thorfinn took up 
with his marriage to the young widow, 
Gudrida ; with his bride and one hun- 
dred and sixty-five persons (five of 
them young married women), they spent 
three years on the shores of the Nar- 
ragansett Bay, where Snorre, the first 
white child, was born, —the progenitor 
of the great Danish sculptor, Thor- 
waldsen. But this is tradition, not 
history. Later still, came other adven- 
turers to seek fortunes in the New 
World, but they came as individuals, — 
young, adventurous men, with ali to 
gain and nothing to lose, and, if suc- 
cessful, to return with gold or fame, 
as the reward of their sacrifice and 
daring. 

Six hundred years pass, and a colony 
of one hundred and five men, not a 
woman in the company, sailed from 
England for America, and landed 


at Jamestown, Virginia. Within six 
months half of the immigrants had 
perished, and only for the courage and 
bravery of John Smith, the whole would 
have met a sad fate. The first 
European woman seen on the banks 
of the James was the wife of one of the 
seventy Virginia colonists who came 
later, and her maid, Anne Burroughs, 
who helped to give permanency and 
character to a fugitive settlement in 
a colony, which waited two hundred 
and fifty years to learn the value of 
a New-England home, and to appre- 
ciate the civilization which sprang up 
in a New-England town, through the 
agency of a New-England family. 

An experience similar to that of 
the Virginia settlers — disappointment, 
hardship, death — attended the immi- 
grants who, under George Popham, 
Raleigh, and Gilbert, attempted to make 
a permanent home on the coast of 
Maine, but their house was a log camp, 
with not a solitary woman to light its 
gloom or cheer its occupants. Failure, 
defeat, and death were the inevitable 
consequences. There was no family, 
and there could be no permanency of 
civilization. 

The planting of Plymouth and Mas- 
sachusetts Bay Colonies was of another 
sort. Whole families embarked on 
board the Mayflower, the Fortune, the 
Ann, the Mary and John, and other 
ships that brought their precious freight 
in safety to a New World. Of the one 
hundred and one persons who came in 
the Mayflower, in 1620, twenty-eight 
were females, and eighteen were wives 
and mothers. They did not leave their 
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homes, in the truest sense, — they 
brought them with them. Their 
household goods and hearthstone gods 
were ali snugly stowed beneath the 
decks of the historic ship, and the 
multitude of Mayflower relics, now held 
in precious regard in public and private 
collections, but testify to the immense 
inventory of that one little ship of 
almost fabulous carrying capacity. To 
the compact signed in Plymouth har- 
bor, in 1620, John Carv., signs eight 
persons, whom he represents ; Edward 
Winslow, five ; William Brewster, six ; 
William Mullins, five ; William White, 
five ; Stephen Hopkins, Edward Fuller, 
and John Turner, each, eight; John 
Chilton, three, —one of whom, his 
daughter Mary, was the first woman, as 
tradition says, to jump from the boat 
upon Plymouth Rock. In the Wey- 
mouth Company, under the leadership of 
the Reverend Joseph Hull, who set sail 
from Old Weymouth, England, on the 
twentieth of March, 1635, and landed at 
Wessaguscus,— now Weymouth, Mas- 
sachusetts, — there were one hundred 
and five persons, divided into twenty- 
one families. Among these were John 
Whitmarsh, his wife Alice, and four 
children ; Robert Lovell, husbandman, 
with his good wife Elizabeth and chil- 
dren, two of whom, Ellen and James, 
were year-old twins; Edward Poole 
and family; Henry Kingman, Thomas 
Holbrook, Richard Porter, and not least 
of all, Zachary Bicknell, his wife Agnes, 
their son John, and servant John 
Kitchen. 

Families these,—all on board, — 
households, treasures, all worldly 
estates, and best of all the rich sym- 
pathies and supports of united, trust- 
ing hearts, daring to face the perils of 
an ocean-passage of forty-six days’ 
duration, and the new, strange life in 
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the wilds of America, that they might 
prove their faith in each other, in their 
principles, and in God. “ He setteth 
the solitary in families,” says the 
Psalmist ; and the truth was never 
better illustrated than in the isolated 
and weary life of our ancestry, two and 
a half centuries ago. 

To the Pilgrim and the Puritan, wife, 
children, house, home, family, church, 
were the most precious possessions. 
Nothing human could divorce ties 
which nature had so strongly woven. 
And whenever we think of our honored 
ancestry, it is not as individual adven- 
turers ; but we see the good-man, the 
good-wife, and their children, as the 
representatives of the great body of 
those, who with them planted homes, 
families, society, the 
Western World. They came together, 
or if alone, to pioneer the way for 
wife and children or sweetheart by the 
next ship, and they came to stay, as 
witness the names of the old families 
of Plymouth, Weymouth, Salem, 
Boston, Dorchester, in the leading 
circles of wealth and social position in 
all of these old towns. “ Behold,” 
says Dr. Bushnell, “the Mayflower, 
rounding now the southern cape of 
England, filled with husbands and 
wives and children; families of 
righteous men, under covenant with 
God and each other to lay some good 
foundation for religion, engaged both 
to make and keep their own laws, 
expecting to supply their own wants 
and bear their own burdens, assisted by 
none but the God in whom they trust ! 
Here are the hands of industry! the 
germs of liberty! the dear pledges of 
order! and the sacred beginnings of a 
home!” Of such, only, could Mrs. 
Hemans’s inspired hymn have been 
written : — 


civilization, in 
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“There were men with hoary hair 
Amidst that pilgrim band; 
Why had they come to wither there, 
Away from their childhood’s land ? 


“ There was woman's fearless cye, 
Lit by her deep love's truth; 
There was manhood’s brow, serenely high, 
And the fiery heart of youth.” 


REASONS FOR FAMILY REMOVALS. 


To understand the reasons why 
thirty-five thousand loyal and respecta- 
ble subjects of Charles I should leave 
Old England for the New, in family 
relations, between 1620 and 1625, let 
us look, if we can, through a chink in 
the wall, into the state of affairs, civil, 
social, and religious, as they existed in 
the best land, and under the best gov- 
ernment, the sun then shone upon. 

Charles I succeeded his father, 
James I of Scotland, in 1624. The 
great, good act of James was the trans- 
lation of our English Bible, known as 
King James’s Version, a work which, 
for the exercise of learning, scholar- 
ship, and a zealous religious faith, has 
not been surpassed in any age. Take 
him all in all, James was a bigot, a 
tyrant, a conceited fool. He professed 
to be the most ardent devotee of 
piety, and at the same time issued a 
proclamation that all lawful recreations, 
such as dancing, archery, leaping, 
May-games, etc., might be used after 
divine service, on Sundays. An advo- 
cate of religious freedom, he attempted 
to enforce the most abject conformity 
in his own Scottish home, against the 
well-known independence of that sec- 
tion of his realm, and drove the Puri- 
tans to seek an asylum in Holland, 
where they might find liberty to wor- 
ship God. 

In the county of Somerset, the old 
king consented to an act of tyranny 
which would grace the age of Henry 
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VIII. One Reverend Edmund Peach- 
am, a clergyman in Somersetshire, had 
his study broken open, and a manu- 
script sermon being there found in 
which there was strong censure of the 
extravagance of the king and the oppres- 
sion of his officers, the preacher was put 
to the rack and interrogated, “ before 
torture, in torture, between torture, and 
after torture,” in order to draw from 
him evidence of treason ; but this hor- 
rible severity could wring no confession 
from him. His sermon was not found 
treasonable by the judges of the 
King’s Bench and by Lord Coke; but 
the unhappy man was tried and con- 
demned, dying in jail before the time 
set for his execution. Just about this 
time was the State murder of Over- 
bury, and the execution of Sir Walter 
Raleigh, one of England’s noblest sons, 
brave and chivalric, who, at the execu- 
tioner’s block, took the axe in his 
hand, kissed the blade, and said to the 
sheriff: “’Tis a sharp medicine, but a 
sound cure for all diseases.” These 
and kindred acts serve to illustrate the 
history of a king whose personal and 
selfish interests overruled all sentiments 
of honor and regard for his subjects, 
and who publicly declared that “he 
would govern according to the good of 
the commonweal, but not according to 
the common will.” With such a king 
as James on the throne, is it a wonder 
that the more intelligent and conscien- 
tious of his subjects — like the Pil- 
grims and Puritans—sought a home 
on this side the Atlantic, where wild 
beasts and savage men were their only 
persecutors ? 

We are told that “the face of the 
Court was much changed in the change 
of the king” from James to Charles I; 
“that the grossness of the Court of 
James grew out of fashion,’”’ but the 
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people were slow to learn the differ- 
ence. Of the two evils, James was to 
be preferred. Charles ascends the 
throne with flattering promises, attends 
prayers and listens to sermons, pays 
his father’s debts and promises to 
reform the Court. Let us see what 
he does. The brilliant but profligate 
Buckingham is retained as prime minis- 
ter. Charles marries the beautiful 
Henrietta Maria, the Roman Catholic 
princess of France. He fits out fleets 
against Spain and other quarters, and 
demands heavy taxes to meet his heavy 
expenses. Parliament is on its dignity, 
and demands its proper recognition. 
He dissolves it, and calls another. 
That is more rebellious, and that he 
suramarily dissolves. Men of high 
and low degree go to prison at the 
king’s behest, and the disobedient were 
threatened with severer penaities. 

The people of England are aroused, 
as the king of the earth sets himself 
against their claims in behalf of the 
royal prerogative. The king and the 
people are at war. Which will come 
off conquerer? There is only one 
answer to that question, for the battle 
is one between the pigmy and the 
giant. The contest grows sharper as 
the months go on, and the people are 
in constant alarm. Murders are 
common, and even Buckingham, the 
favorite minister, dies at the point of 
the assassin’s knife, and the murderer 
goes to the Tower and the scaffold 
accompanied by the tumultuous cheers 
of London. Soon comes the Parlia- 
ment of 1629, in which the popular 
leaders make their great remonstrance 
against the regal tyranny. In that 
House sat a2 plain young man, with 
ordinary cloth apparel, as if made by 
an old-country tailor, “his counte- 
nance swollen and reddish, his voice 
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sharp and untonable,” with “an elo- 
quence full of fervor.” That young 
man is yet to be heard from. His 
name is Cromwell, known in history 
as Oliver Cromwell. His briefly- 
reported speech of six lines is destined 
to be weightier than the edicts of a 
king. The session was brief. Popery 
and Arminianism, unjust taxation and 
voluntary payment of taxes not ordered 
by Parliament, were declared treason- 
able and hostile principles in Church 
and State,—so said Parliament. 
“You are a Parliament of vipers,” — 
so said the king ; and, on the tenth of 
March, Parliament was dissolved, not 
to meet again in the old historic hall 
for eleven long years; until, in 1640, 
the majesty of an outraged people 
rises superior to the majesty of an 
outraging ruler. Now follow the 
attempted riveting of the chains of 
a despotic and unscrupulous power, 
which does not understand the temper 
of the common people, nor the 
methods of counteracting a great 
popular upheaval in society. 

It is not easy to resist the iron pres- 
sure of a tyrant; but, to our ancestors, 
it was far better than to accept the 
peace and profit which might follow 
abject submission. To borrow the 
words of De Tocqueville: “They cling 
to freedom for its native charms inde- 
pendent of its gifts, —the pleasure of 
speaking, acting, and breathing without 
restraint, under no master but God and 
the Law.” The Englishmen of the 
first half of the seventeenth century 
were the fathers of the men who 
fired shots at Lexington and Concord, 
“ heard round the world.” 

But how do the royal prerogatives 
affect our ancestors in England? Our 
fathers were of common mould, and 
feel the unjust demand of the tax-gath- 
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erer and the insolent demeanor of the 
Crown officers, who threaten fines and 
imprisonment for a refusal to obey. 
The people are aroused and are 
united; some are hopeless, some 
hopeful. The Crown seems to have 
its sway, but the far-sighted see the 
people on the coming throne of right- 
eous judgment. What troubles our 
ancestors most is the interference with 
their religious life. Archbishop Laud is 
now supreme, and the Pope never had 
a more willing vassal. Ministers are 
examined as to their loyalty to the 
government, their sermons are read to 
private judges of their orthodoxy, the 
confessional is established, and the 
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altar-service is restored. It is a time 
when earnest men and women cannot 
be trifled with on soul concerns. Their 
property may perish or be confiscated, 
but the right to unmolested worship 
is older than Magna Charta, and as 
inalienable as life itself. What is to 


be done? Resistance or emigration — 


which? Resist and die, say Crom- 
well and Wentworth, Eliot and Hamp- 
den. Emigrate and live, say the men 
and women who came by thousands 
from all parts of England during the 
reign of this monarch, and made pos- 
sible the permanent establishment of 
a new society, on the basis of social 
order and family life. 


AN INCIDENT OF SIXTEEN HUNDRED AND 
EIGHTY-SIX. 


By tHE Hon. MELLEN CHAMBERLAIN. 


On the afternoon of the twenty-sixth 
of May, 1686, two horsemen were rid- 
ing from Boston to Cambridge. By 
which route they left the town is not 
known; but most probably over the 
Roxbury Neck, following the path taken 
by Lord Percy when he went to the 
relief of Lieutenant-Colonel Smith’s 
ill-starred expedition to seize the mili- 
tary stores at Concord, on the nine- 
teenth of April, 1775. Of the nature 
of their errand — whether peaceful or 
hostile, — of the subject of their conver- 
sation, as they rode along the King’s 
highway, neither history nor tradition 
has left any account. But when they 
had reached Muddy River, now the 
beautiful suburb of Brookline, about 
two miles from Cambridge, they were 
met by a young man riding in the 
opposite direction, who, as he came 
against them, abruptly and without 


other salutation, said : “‘ God save King 
James the Second !” and then rode on. 
But soon turning his horse towards the 
travelers he most inconsequentially 
completed his sentence by adding, 
‘But I say, God curse King James!” 
and this malediction he repeated so 
many times and with such vehemence, 
that the two horsemen at last turned 
their horses and riding up to him, told 
him plainly that he was a rogue. This 
expression of their opinion produced, 
however, only a slight modification of 
the young man’s sentiments, to this 
form: “God curse King James and 
God bless Duke James!” But a few 
strokes of their whips effected his com- 
plete conversion, and then, as a loyal 
subject, he exclaimed: “God curse 
Duke James, and God bless King 
James !” 

Such is the unadorned statement of 
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facts as sworn to the next day in the 
Council by these riders, and their oath 
was attested by Edward Randolph, the 
“evil genius of New England.” I 
present it in its legal baldness of 
detail. The two horsemen are no 
reminiscence of Mr. James’s celebrated 


opening, but two substantial citizens 


of Boston, Captain Peter Bowden 
and Dr. Thomas Clarke; and the 
young man with somewhat original 
objurgatory tendencies was one Wiswell, 
as they called him — presumably not 
a son of the excellent Duxbury parson 
of the same name; and for the same 
reason, even less probably, a student of 
Cambridge University, as it was at that 
early day sometimes called. 

The original paper in which the 
foregoing facts are recorded has long 
been in my possession ; and as often as 
my eye has rested on it, I have won- 
dered what made that young man 
swear so; and by what nicety of moral 
discrimination he found his justifica- 
tion in blessing the Duke and cursing 
the King —‘‘unus et idem” — in the 
same breath. Who and what was he? 
and of what nature were his griev- 
ances? Was there any political signifi- 
cance in that strange mingling of 
curses and blessings? That his tem- 
per was not of martyr firmness was 
evident enough from the sudden 
change in the current of his thoughts 
brought about by the tingling of the 
horsewhip. All else was mystery. But 
the commonest knowledge of the Eng- 
lish and colonial history of those days 
was sufficient to stimulate conjecture 
on these points. At the date of the 
incident recorded James II had been 
on the throne more than a year, and 
for a long time both as duke and king 
had been hated and feared on both 
sides of the ocean. The Duke of 
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Monmouth’s ill-fated adventure for 
the Crown had failed at Sedgemoor, 
and his young life ended on the block, 
denied expected mercy by his uncle, 
the king: ended on the block: but 
not so believed the common people of 
England. They believed him to be 
still living, and the legitimate heir to 
the British crown, and that his unnat- 
ural uncle was only Duke James of 
England. In those days English affairs 
were more closely followed by the col- 
onists than at present, and for obvious 
reasons ; and it is quite open to con- 
jecture at least that the feelings of Eng- 
lish yéomen and artisans were known 
to, and shared by, their cousins in 
Massachusetts Bay, and that Master 
Wiswell only gave expression to a 
sentiment common to people of his 
class on both sides the water. 

This, however, is mere conjecture. 
But there are important facts. On the 
preceding day, in the Town House, 
which stood at the head of State Street, 
where the old State House now stands, 
events culminated, in comparison with 
which the causes which led to the war 
of the Revolution sink into utter insig- 
nificance. On the twenty-third of 
October, 1684, in the High Court of 
Chancery of England, judgment was 
entered on the writ of scire facias, by 
which the charter of Massachusetts Bay 
was vacated ; and as a consequence, the 
title to the soil, with all improvements, 
reverted to the Crown, to the ruin of 
those who had wrested it from the wil- 
derness, and guarded it from the savage 
foe. The old government, so endeared 
to the people, and defended against 
kingly assault with the truest courage, 
was swept away by arbitrary power, 
and in its place a new one established, 
under the presidency of Joseph Dudley, 
and he a recreant son of the colony. 
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It was the inauguration of this govern- 
ment which had taken place on the day 
before Captain Bowden and Dr. Clarke 
encountered John Wiswell, Jr., on their 
ride to Cambridge. The ceremonies of 
the inauguration were not without cir- 
cumstances of pomp, and are set forth 
inthe Council records at the State House, 
from which I transcribe the following 
incidents: When the new government, 
the president, and Council were assem- 
bled, the exemplification of the judgment 
against the charter of the late governor 
and company of the Massachusetts Bay, 
in New England, publicly (in the court 
where were present divers of the eminent 
ministers, gentlemen, and inhabitants of 
the town and county) was read with an 
audible voice. The commission was 
read and the oaths administered, and 
the new president made his speech, 
after which, proclamation was openly 
read in court, and commanded to be 
published by beat of drum and trumpet, 
which was accordingly done. 

The people in the Forum heard these 
drums and trumpets — young Wiswell, 
doubtless, with the rest—and knew 
what they signified: the confiscation 
of houses and lands; the abrogation 
of existing laws ; taxes exacted without 
consent or legislation; the enforced 
support of a religion not of the people’s 
choice ; and navigation laws ruinous to 
their foreign commerce, then beginning 
to assume importance ; and from these 
consequences they were saved only 
by the revolution, which two years 
later drove James II from his 
throne. It is difficult to credit these 
sober facts of history, and still more to 
fully realize their destructive import ; 
but they should always be borne in 
mind ; for if any one reflecting on the 
causes assigned by the leaders of the 
great Revolution, as justifying the violent 
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partition of an empire, is led for a 
moment to question their sufficiency, 
let him then consider that they were 
assigned by a people full of the tradi- 
tions of the long struggle against kingly 
injustice, in the days of the second 
Charles and the second James. 

A few words—the result of later 
investigation — as to the actors in the 
events of this ride to Cambridge. 
When Bowden and Clarke had attested 
theie loyalty by horsewhipping young 
Wiswell, they took him in charge to 
Cambridge, and vainly tried to persuade 
Nathaniel Hancock, the constable, to 
carry him before a magistrate. This 
refusal brought Aim into difficulty with 
Council; but his humble submission 
was finally accepted and he was dis- 
charged on payment of costs, on the 
plea that upon the change of the 
government there was no magistrate 
authorized to commit him to prison. 
Not quite so fortunate was John 
Wiswell, Jr., for on the third of August 
the grand jury found a true bill against 
him for uttering “these devilish, 
unnatural, and wicked words following, 
namely, God curse King James.” 
That he was brought to trial on this 
complaint I cannot find. And so the 
actors in these scenes pass away. Of 
Bowden and Clarke I know nothing 
more ; and the little which appears of 
John Wiswell’s subsequent life is not 
wholly to his credit, I am sorry to say, 
and the more so, as I have recently 
discovered that he was once a towns- 
man of mine, and doubtless a playmate 
of my kindred at Rumney Marsh. 

These actors have all gone, and so 
has gone the old Town House ; not so, 
as yet, let us heartily thank God, has 
gone the old State House which stands 
where that stood; on the one spot— 
if there is but one — which ought to be 
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dear to the heart of every Bostonian, 
and sacred from his violating hand. 
For here, on the spot of that eastern 
balcony, looking down into the old 
Puritan Forum, what epochs in our 
history have been announced !— the 
abrogation of the First Charter — the 
deposition of Andros—the inaugura- 
tion of the Second Charter—the 
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death and ascension of English sove- 
reigns — the Declaration of Independ- 
ence, and the adoption of the 
Constitution of the United States ; 
and here still stands the grandest 
historic edifice in America, and within 
it? — why add to the hallowing words 
of old John Adams? — “Within its 
walls Liberty was born!” 


THE BOUNDARY LINES OF OLD GROTON.-—IIl. 


By THE Hon. SAMUEL ABBOTT GREEN. 


THE running of the Provincial line in 
1741 cut off a large part of Dunstable, 
and left it on the New Hampshire side 
of the boundary. It separated even the 
meeting-house from that portion of the 
town still remaining in Massachusetts, 
and this fact added not a little to the 
deep animosity felt by the inhabitants 
when the disputed question was settled. 
It is no exaggeration to say that, 
throughout the old township, the feel- 
ings and sympathies of the inhabitants 
on both sides of the line were entirely 
with Massachusetts. A short time 
before this period the town of Notting- 
ham had been incorporated by the 
General Court, and its territory taken 
from Dunstable. It comprised all the 
lands of that town, lying on the easterly 
side of the Merrimack River; and the 
difficulty of attending public worship 
led to the division. When the Provin- 
cial line was established, it affected 


Nottingham, like many other towns, 
most unfavorably. It divided its terri- 
tory and left a tract of land in Massa- 
chusetts, too small for a separate town- 
ship, but by its associations belonging 
to Dunstable. This tract is to-day that 
part of Tyngsborough lying east of the 
river. 

The question of a new meeting-house 
was now agitating the inhabitants of 
Dunstable. Their former building was 
in another Province, where different 
laws prevailed respecting the qualifica- 
tions and settlement of ministers. It 
was clearly evident that another struc- 
ture must be built, and the customary 
dispute of small communities arose in 
regard to its site. Some persons favored 
one locality, and others another ; some 
wanted the centre of territory, and 
others the centre of population. Akin 
to this subject I give the words of the 
Reverend Joseph Emerson, of Pepper- 
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ell,— as quoted by Mr. Butler, in his 
History of Groton (page 306), — taken 
from a sermon delivered on March 8, 
1770, at the dedication of the second 
meeting-house in Pepperell: “ It hath 
been observed that some of the hottest 
contentions in this land hath been about 
settling of ministers and building meet- 
ing-houses ; and what is the reason? 
The devil is a great enemy to settling 
ministers and building meeting-houses ; 
wherefore he sets on his own children 
to work and make difficulties, and to 
the utmost of his power stirs up the cor- 
ruptions of the children of God in 
some way to oppose or obstruct so good 
a work.” This explanation was con- 
sidered highly satisfactory, as the hand 
of the evil one was always seen in such 
disputes. 

During this period of local excite- 
ment an effort was made to annex 
Nottingham to Dunstable ; and at the 
same time Joint Grass to Dunstable. 
Joint Grass was a district in the north- 
eastern part of Groton, settled by a few 
families, and so named from a brook 
running through the neighborhood. It 
is evident from the documents that the 
questions of annexation and the site of 
the meeting-house were closely con 
nected. The petition in favor of 
annexation was granted by the General 
Court on certain conditions, which 
were not fulfilled, and consequently the 
attempt fell to the ground. Some of 
the papers relating to it are as follows: 


A Petition of sundry Inhabitants of the 
most northerly Part of the first Parish in 
Groton, praying that they may be set off 
from said Groton to Dunstable, for the 
Reasons mentioned. 

Read and Ordered, That the Petitioners 
serve the Towns of Groton and Dunstable 
with Copies of this Petition, that they 
show Cause, if any they have, on the first 
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Friday of the next Sitting of this Court, 
why the Prayer thereof should not be 
granted. 

Sent up for Concurrence. 


[Journal of the House of Representatives (pag> 264), 
March 11, 1746.] 


Francis Foxcroft, Esq; brought down 
the Petition of the northerly Part of Groton, 
as entred the 11th of March last, and 
refer’d. Pass’d in Council, zz. In Coun- 
cil May 29th 1747. Read again, together 
with the Answers of the Towns of Groton 
and Dunstable, and Ordered, That Foseph 
Wilder and Fohn Quincy, Esqrs ; together 
with such as the honourable House shall 
join, be a Committee to take under Con- 
sideration this Petition, together with the 
other Petitions and Papers referring to the 
Affair within mentioned, and report what 
they judge proper for this Court to do 
thereon. Sent down for Concurrence. 

Read and concur’d, and Major Jones, 
Mr. Fox, and Col. Gerrish, are joined 
in the Affair. 

[Journal of the House of Representatives (page 11), 
May 29, 1747.] 

Fohn Hill, Esq; brought down the 
Petition of the Inhabitants of Groton and 
Nottingham, with the Report of a Com- 
mittee of both Houses thereon. 

Signed Foseph Wilder, per Order. 


Pass’d in Council, wz. In Council 
Fune Sth 1747. The within Report was 
read and accepted, and Ordered, That the 
Petition of Fokn Swallow and others, In- 
habitants of the northerly Part of Groton 
be so far granted, as that the Petitioners, 
with their Estates petition’d for, be set off 
from Groton, and annexed to the Town of 
Dunstable, agreable to Groton Town Vote 
of the 18th of A/ay last: and that the 
Petition of the Inhabitants of Mottingham 
be granted, and that that Part of Wotting- 
ham left to the Province, with the Inhab- 
itants theron, be annexed to said Dun- 
stable, and that they thus Incorporated, do 
Duty and receive Priviledges as other 
Towns within this Province do or by Law 
ought to enjoy. 

And it is further Ordered, That the 
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House for publick Worship be placed two 
Hundred and forty eight Rods distant from 
Mr. Fohn Tyng’s North-East Corner, to 
run from said Corner North fifty two De- 
grees West, or as near that Place as the 
Land will admit of. 

Sent down for Concurrence. 

Read and concur’d with the Amend- 
ment, vz. instead of those Words, .. . 
And it ts further Ordered, That the House 
for publick Worship be. . . insert the fol- 
lowing Words . . . Provided that within 
one Year a House for the publick Worship 
of GOD ée erected, and .. . 

Sent up for Concurrence. 


[Journal of the House of Representatives (page 26); 
June 6, 1747.] 


To his Excellency William Shirley 
Esquire Captain General and Governour 
in Chief in and over his Majestys Province 
of the Massachusetts Bay in New England 
The Honble: the Council and Honble: 
House of Representatives of the said 
Province in General Court Assembled at 
Boston the 315t. of May 1749. 

The petition of the Inhabitants of the 
Town of Dunstable in the Province of 
the Massachusetts Bay 

Most Humbly Shew 

That in the Year 1747, that part of Not- 
tingham which lyes within this Govern- 
ment and part of the Town of Groton 
Called Joint Grass preferred two petitions 
to this Great and Honble: Court praying 
that they might be Annexed to the Town 
of Dunstable which petitions Your Excel- 
lency and Honours were pleased to Grant 
upon Conditions that a meeting house for 
the Publick Worship of God should be built 
two hundred and forty Eight Rods 52 
Degs: West of the North from North East 
Corner of Mr. John Tyngs land But the 
Inhabitants of the Town Apprehending 
Your Excellency and Honours were not 
fully Acquainted with the Inconveniencys 
that would Attend placeing the Meeting 
House there Soon after Convened in Pub- 
lick Town Meeting Legally Called to Con- 
clude upon a place for fixing said meeting 
house where it would best Accommodate 
all the Inhabitants at which meeting pro- 
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posals were made by some of the Inhab- 
itants to take the Advice and Assistance 
of three men of other Towns which pro- 
posal was Accepted by the Town and they 
accordingly made Choice of The Hontble: 
James Minot Esq'. Majr: Lawrence and 
Mr. Brewer and then Adjourned the 
Meeting. 

That the said Gentlemen mett at the 
Towns Request and Determined upon a 
place for fixing the said meeting house 
which was approved of by the Town and 
they Accordingly Voted to Raise the sum 
of one hundred pounds towards defreying 
the Charge of Building the said House But 
Upon Reviewing the Spot pitched upon as 
aforesaid many of the Inhabitants Appre- 
hended it was more to the southward than 
the Committee Intended it should be And 
thereupon a Meeting was Called on the 
Twenty Sixth day of May last when the 
Town voted to Build the meeting house 
on the East side of the Road that leads 
from Capt: Cummings’s to Mr Simon 
Tompsons where some part of the Timber 
now lyes being about Forty Rods North- 
ward of Isaac Colburns house which they 
Apprehended to be the Spot of Ground 
the Committee Intended to fix upon. 

And for as much as the place Last Voted 
by the Town to Build their meeting house 
upon will best Accommodate all the In- 
habitants, 

Your petts. therefore most humbly pray 
Your Excellency and Honours would be 
pleased to Confirm the said Vote of the 
Town of the 26th: day of May last and 
order the meeting house for the Publick 
Worship of God to be Erected on the 
peice of Ground aforementioned, 

And in duty bound they will ever pray 
&c 

Simon tompson . 
Eben Parkhurst 


[Massachusetts Archives, cxv, 507, 508.] 


Comtee for the 
Town of Dunstable 


The Committee appointed on the Peti- 
tion of a Committee for the Town of Dun- 
stable, reported according to Order. 

Read and accepted, and thereupon the 
following Order pass’d, viz. /n as much 
as the House for the publick Worship of 
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GOD in Dunstable was not erected within 
the Line limitted in the Order of this Court 
of June 6th 1747, the Inhabitants of 
Groton and Nottingham have lost the 
Benefit of Incorporation with the Town of 
Dunstable: Therefore 

Voted, That a Meeting House for the 
publick Worship of GOD be erected as 
soon as may be on the East Side of the 
Road that leads from Capt. Cummins to 
Simon Thompson’s, where the Timber for 
such a House now lies, agreeable to a Vote 
of the said Town of Dunstable on the 26th 
of May last; and that the said Inhabitants 
of Groton and Nottingham be and con- 
tinue to be set off and annexed to the 
Town of Dunstadle, to do Duty and receive 
Priviledge there, their Neglect of Com- 
pliance with the said Order of Fume 6th 
1747, notwithstanding, unless the major 
Part of the Inhabitants and rateable Estate 
belonging to said Groton and Nottingham 
respectively, shall on or before the first 
Day of September next in writing under 
their Hands, transmit to the Secretary's 
Office their Desire not to continue so incor- 
porated with the town of Dunstable as 
aforesaid ; provided also, That in Case the 
said Inhabitants of Groton and Notting- 
ham shall signify such their Desire in 
Manner and Time as aforesaid, they be 
nevertheless subjected to pay and discharge 
their Proportion of all Publick Town or 
Ministerial Rates or Taxes hitherto granted 
or regularly laid on them; excepting the 
last Sum granted for building a Meeting 
House. And that the present Town 
Officers stand and execute their Offices 
respectively until the Anniversary Town- 
Meeting at Dunstable in March next. 
Sent up for Concurrence. 


[Journal of the House of Representatives (pages 46, 
47), June 26, 1749-] 


Whereas the Great & Generall Court of 
the the [szc] Province of the Massachusetts 
Bay in June Last, On the Petitions of 
Dunstable & Nottingham has Ordered 
that the Inhabitants of Groton and Not- 
tingham, Which by Order of the s¢ Court 
the 6th of June 1747 Were On Certain Con- 
ditions Annexed to s¢ Dunstable & (Which 
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Conditions not being Complyed with) be 
Annexed to sd. Dunstable to do duty & 
Receive priviledge there their neglect of 
Complyance notwithstanding, Unless the 
major part of the Inhabitants and ratable 
Estate belonging to the s4. Groton & Not- 
tingham respectively Shall on or before the 
first day of September next in Writing 
under their hands Transmitt to the Secre- 
tarys Office their desire not to Continue so 
Incorporated With the town of Dunstable 
as afores¢. Now therefore Wee the Sub- 
scribers Inhabitants of Groton & Notting- 
ham Sett of as afores4. do hereby Signifie 
Our desire not to Continue so Incorporated 
with the town of Dunstable as afores¢. but 
to be Sett at Liberty As tho that Order of 
Court had not ben passed 
Dated the roth day of July 1749 


Inhabitants of Groton 
Timothy Read 
Joseph fletcher 
John Swallow 
Samuel Comings 
Benjamin Robbins 
Joseph Spalding iuner 


Inhabitants of Nottingham 
Samuell Gould 
Robert Fletcher 
Joseph perriaham Daken [Deacon ?] 
iohn Collans 
Zacheus Spaulding 
and ten others 


[Massachusetts Archives, cxv, 515.] 


A manuscript plan of Dunstable, 
made by Joseph Blanchard, in the 
autumn of 1748, and accompanying 
these papers among the Archives (cxv, 
519), has considerable interest for the 
local antiquary. 

In the course of a few years some of 
these Groton signers reconsidered the 
matter, and changed their minds. It 
appears from the following communica- 
tion that the question of the site of the 
meeting-house had some influence in 
the matter : — 
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Groton, May 10, 1753. We have con- 
cluded to Joine with Dunstable in settling 
the gospell and all other affairs hart & 
hand in case Dunstable woud meet us in 
erecting a meting house in center of 
Lands or center of Travel. 

Joseph Spaulding jr. 
John Swallow. 
Timothy Read. 
Samuel Cumings. 
Joseph Parkhurst. 


[Nason’s History of Dunstable, page 85.] 


The desired result of annexation was 
now brought about, and in this way 
Joint Grass became a part and portion 
of Dunstable. The following extracts 
give further particulars in regard to 
it:— 

A Petition of a Committee in Behalf of 
the Inhabitants of Dunstadle, within this 
Province, shewing, that that Part of Dun- 
stable by the late running of the Line is 
small, and the Land much broken, unable 
to support the Ministry, and other neces- 
sary Charges; that there is a small Part 
of Groton contiguous, and well situated to 
be united to them in the same Incorpora- 
tion, lying to the West and Northwest of 
them; that in the Year 1744, the Inhab- 
itants there requested them that they might 
be incorporated with them, which was con- 
ceeded to by the Town of Groton ; that in 
Consequence of this, upon Application to 
this Court they were annexed to the Town 
of Dunstable with the following Proviso, 
viz. ‘* That within one Year from that 
Time a House for the publick Worship of 
GOD should be erected at a certain Place 
therein mentioned” : Which Place was 
esteemed by all Parties both in Groton 
and Nottingham, so incommodious, that it 
was not complied withal; that on a further 
Application to this Court to alter the Place, 
Liberty was given to the Inhabitants of 
Groton and Nottingham, to withdraw, 
whereby they are deprived of that con- 
tiguous and necessary Assistance which 
they expected: Now as the Reasons hold 
good in every Respect for their Incorpora- 
tion with them, they humbly pray that the 


of Old Groton. — LI. 


said Inhabitants of Groton by the same 
Bounds as in the former Order stated, may 
be reannexed to them, for the Reasons 
mentioned. 

Read and Ordered, That the Petitioners 
serve the Inhabitants of Groton therein 
refer’d to, as also the Clerk of the Town 
of Groton, with Copies of this Petition, 
that so the said Inhabitants, as also the 
Town of Groton, shew Cause, if any they 
have, on the first Tuesday of the next 
May Session, why the Prayer thereof 
should not be granted. 

Sent up for Concurrence. 


{Journal of the House of Representatives (pages 
138, 139), April 4, 1753-] 


Fohn Hill, Esq; brought down the 
Petition of a Committee of the Town of 
Dunstable, as entred the 4th of Afrii last, 
and refer’d. Pass’d in Council, viz, In 
Council Fune 5th 1753. Read again, 
together with the Answer of the Inhabitants 
of that Part of Groton commonly called 
Foint-Grass, and likewise William Law- 
rence, Esq; being heard in Behalf of the 
Town of Groton, and the Matter being 
fully considered, Ordered, That the Prayer 
of the Petition be so far granted, as that 
Joseph Fletcher, Foseph Spaulding, Samuel 
Comings, Benjamin Robbins, Tihothy 
Read, Fohn Swallow, Foseph Parkhurst, 
and Ebenezer Parkhurst, Jun. with their 
Families and Estates, and other Lands 
petitioned for, be set off from the Town of 
Groton, and annexed to the town of Dun- 
stable, agreable to the Vote of the Town 
of Groton on the 18th of AZay 1747, to 
receive Priviledge and do Duty there, pro- 
vided that Zimothy Read, Constable for 
the Town of Groton, and Collector of the 
said Parish in said Town the last Year, and 
Foseph Fletcher, Constable for the said 
Town this present Year, finish their Col- 
lection of the Taxes committed or to be 
committed to them respectively ; and also 
that the said Inhabitants pay their Propor- 
tion of the Taxes that are already due 
or shall be due to the said Town 
of Groton for the present Year, for 
which they may be taxed by the Assess- 
ors of Groton, as tho’ this Order had not 
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past: provided also that the Meeting- 
House for the publick Worship of GOD 
in Dunstable be erected agreable to the 
Vote of Dunstadle relating thereto in May 
1753. Sent down for Concurrence. 

Read and concur'd. 

[Journal of the House of Representatives (page 21), 
June 7, 1753-] 

The part of Nottingham, mentioned 
in these petitions, was not joined to 
Dunstable until a later period. On 
June 14, 1754, an order passed the 
House of Representatives, annexing 
“avery small Part of Nottingham now 
lying in this Province, unable to be 
made into a District, but very commo- 
dious for Dunstable ;” but the matter 
was delayed in the Council, and it was 
a year or two before the end was 
brought about. 

The west parish of Groton was set off 
as a precinct on November 26, 1742. 
It comprised that part of the town 
lying on the west side of the Nashua 
River, north of the road from Groton 
to Townsend. Its incorporation as a 
parish or precinct allowed the inhabi- 
tants to manage their own ecclesiastical 
affairs, while in all other matters they 
continued to act with the parent town. 
Its partial separation gave them the 
benefit of a settled minister in their 
neighborhood, which, in those days, 
was considered of great importance. 

It is an interesting fact to note 
that, in early times, the main reason 
given in the petitions for dividing towns 
was the long distance to the meeting- 
house, by which the inhabitants were 
prevented from hearing the stated 
preaching of the gospel. 

The petitioners for the change first 
asked for a township, which was not 
granted ; but subsequently they changed 
their request to a precinct instead, 
which was duly allowed. The papers 
relating to the matter are as follows : — 

Vo. Il.--No. 1. —B, 
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Province of The Massechuetts Bay in 
New England. 


To His Excellency W™: Shirley Esqr: 
Goveinr in & over ye Same And To The 
Honle: his Majestis Council & House of 
Representetives in Gen!! : Court Assembled 
June 1742: 

The Petition of Sundry Inhabitants & 
Resendant in the Northerly Part of Groton 
Humbly Sheweth that the Town of Groton 
is at Least ten miles in Length North & 
South & seven miles in wedth East & West 
And that in Runing two miles Due North 
from the Present Meeting House-& from 
thence to Run Due East to Dunstable Wes 
Line. And from the Ende of the Sd: twe 
miles to Run West till it Comes to the 
Cuntry Rode that is Laide out to Towns 
hend & soon S¢: Rode till it Comes te 
Townshend East Line then tur[nJing & 
Runing Northly to Nestiquaset Corner 
which is for Groton & Townshend ther 
tur[njing & Runing Easterly on Dun 
stable South Line & So on Dunstable Line 
till it comes to the Line first mentioned, 
Which Land Lyeth about Seven miles ir 
Length & four miles & a Quarter in Wedth. 

And Thare is Now Setled in those Lines 
here after mentioned is about the Number of 
Seventy families all Redy And may [many ?] 
more ready to Settle there and as soon as 
scet off to the Petitioners & those families 
Settled in ye Lines afore sé: Would make 
A Good township & the Remaining Part 
of Groton Left in a regular forme And by 
reason of the great Distance your Petition- 
ers are from the Present. Meeting House 
are put to very Great Disadvantages in 
Attending the Public Worship of God 
many of Whom are Oblidged to travel Seven 
or Eight miles & that the Remaining Part 
of Groton Consisting of such good land & 
y¢ Inhabitants so Numerous that thay Can 
by no means be Hurt Should your Peti- 
tioners & those families Settled in ye Lines 
afore st: Be Erected to a Seprate & Dis- 
tinct Township: That the in Contestable 
situation & accomodations on the sé: 
Lands was y® one great reason of your 
Petitioners Settling thare & Had Not those 
Prospects been so Clear to us We should 
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by no means have under taken The Hard- 
ship We have already & must go Throu. 
Wherefore Your Petitioners Would 

farther Shew that Part of ye Land here 
Prayed for all Redy Voted of by the Sd 
town to be a Presinct & that the most of 
them that are in that Lines have Subscribed 
with us to be a Dest[i]ncte Township 
Wherefore Your Petitioners Humbly Pray 
your Honnors to Grante us our Desire 
according to This our Request as we in 
Duty Bound Shall Ever Pray &c 

Joseph Spaulding iur 

Zachariah Lawrance 

William Allen 

Jeremiah Lawrance 

William Blood 

Nathaniel Parker 

Enoch Lawarnce 

Samuel Right 

James larwance 

Josiah Tucker 

Sam! fisk 

Soloman blood 

John Woods 

Josiah Sartell 

benj=. Swallow 

Elies Ellat 

Richard Worner 

Ebenezer Gillson 

Ebenezer Parce 

James Blood iu 

Joseph Spaulding 

Phiniahas Parker iur 

Joseph Warner 

Phineahas Chambrlin 

Isacc laken 

Isacc Williams 

John Swallow 

Joseph Swallow 

Benj": Robins 

Nathan Fisk 

John Chamberlin 

Jacob Lakin 

Seth Phillips 

John Cumings 

Benj": Parker 

Gersham Hobart 

Joseph Lawrance 

John Spaulding 

Isaac Woods 


of Old Groton, — III. 


In the House of Repives June. ro. 1742. 
Read and Ordered that the Pet's serve 
the Town of Groton with a Copy of this 
Pet® that they shew cause if any they 
have on the first fryday of the next session 
of this Court why the Prayer there should 
not be granted 
Sent up for concurre vce 
T Cu: sing Spkr 
In Council June 15. 1742; 
Read & Non Concur’d 
J Willard Sec’ry 
[Massachusetts Archives, cxiv, 779, 780. ] 

To his Excellency William Shirley Esq'. 
Captain General and Governour in Cheiff 
in and over his Majesties Province of ye. 
Massachusetts Bay in New England: To 
y*. Honourable his Majesties Council and 
House of Representatives in General Court 
Assembled on yt: Twenty sixth Day of 
May. A: D. 1742. 

The Petition of as the Subscribers to 
your Excellency and Honours Humbley 
Sheweth that we are Proprietors and In- 
habitants of ye. Land Lying on ye. West- 
erly Side Lancester River (so called) [now 
known as the Nashua River] in ye North 
west corner of y*. Township of Groton: 
& Such of us as are Inhabitants thereon 
Live very Remote from y* Publick worship 
of God in s¢ Town and at many Times 
and Season of ye. year are Put to Great 
Difficulty to attend y*. same: And the 
Lands Bounded as Followeth (viz) South- 
erly on Townshend Rode: Westerly on 
Townshend Line: Northerly on Dunstable 
West Precint, & old Town: and Easterly 
on said River as it now Runs to ye. First 
mentioned Bounds. being of ye. Contents 
of about Four Miles Square of Good Land, 
well Scituated for a Precint: And the 
Town of Groton hath been Petitioned to 
Set of ye. Lands bounded as afores4. to be 
a Distinct and Seperate Precint and at a 
Town Meeting of ye. Inhabitants of s4, 
Town of Groton Assembled on ye Twenty 
Fifth Day of May Last Past The Town 
voted ye Prayer of yt. s¢. Petition and that 
y® Lands before Described should be a 
Separate Precinct and that y*. Inhabitants 
thereon and Such others as hereafter Shal’ 
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Settle on s¢, Lands should have ye Powers 
and Priviledges that other Precincts in s¢. 
Province have or Do Enjoy: as pt. a Coppy 
from Groton Town Book herewith Ex- 
hibited may Appear: For the Reasons 
mentioned we the Subscribers as afores4. 
Humbley Prayes your Excellency and 
Honours to Set off ye s¢ Lands bounded 
as afores4. to be a Distinct and Sepperate 
Precinct and Invest y¢ Inhabitants thereon 
(Containing about ye No. of Forty Fam- 
elies) and Such others as Shall hereafter 
Settle on s4. Lauds with Such Powers & 
Priviledges as other Precincts in s4. Prov- 
ince have &c or Grant to your Petitioners 
Such other Releaf in ye. Premises as your 
Excellency and Honours in your Great 
Wisdom Shall think Fit: and your Peti- 
tioners as in Duty bound Shall Ever pray 
&c. 

Benj Swallow 

Wm : Spalden 

Isaac Williams 

Ebenezer Gilson 

Elias Ellit 

Samuel Shattuck iu 

James Shattuck 

David Shattuck 

David Blood 

Jonathan Woods 

John Blood iuner 

Josiah Parker 

Jacob Ames 

Jonas Varnum 

Moses Woods 

Zachery Lawrence Jun" 

Jeremiah Lawrence 

John Mozier 

Josiah Tucher 

W2 Allen 

John Shadd 

Jams. Green 

John Kemp 

Nehemiah Jewett 

Eleazar Green 

Jonathan Shattuck 

Jonathan Shattuck Jun 


In the House of Reptives Nov. 26. 1742 
In Answer to the within Petition ordered 
that that Part of the Town of Groton 
Lying on the Westerly Side of Lancaster 
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River within the following bounds vizt 
bounding Easterly on said River Southerly 
on Townsend Road so called Wisterly on 
Townsend line aad Northerly on Dun- 
stable West Precinct with the Inhabitants 
thereon be and hereby are Set off a dis- 
tinct and seperate precinct and Vested 
with the powers & priviledges which Other 
Precincts do or by Law ought to enjoy 
Always provided that the Inhabitants 
Dwelling on the Lands abovementioned 
be subject to pay their Just part and pro- 
portions of all ministeriall Rates and 
Taxes in the Town of Groton already 
Granted or Assessed. 
Sent up for Concurrence. 
T Cushing Spk:. 
In Council Nov. 26 1742 Read and 
Concurr’d 
J Willard Secry 
W Shirley. 
[Massachusetts Archives, cxiv, 768, 769.] 


Consented to, 


When the new Provincial line was 
run between Massachusetts and New 
Hampshire, in the spring of 1741, it 
left a gore of land, previously belonging 
to the west parish of Dunstable, lying 
north of the territory of Groton and 
contiguous to it. It formed a narrow 
strip, perhaps three hundred rods in 
width at the western end, running 
easterly for three miles and tapering 
off to a point at the Nashua River, by 
which stream it was entirely separated 
from Dunstable. Shaped like a thin 
wedge, it lay along the border of the 
province, and belonged geographically 
to the west precinct or parish of Gro- 
ton. Under these circumstances the 
second parish petitioned the General 
Court to have it annexed to their juris- 
diction, which request was granted. 
William Prescott, one of the committee 
appointed to take charge of the matter, 
nearly a quarter of a century later was 
the commander of the American forces 
at the battle of Bunker Hill. It has 
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been incorrectly stated by writers that 
this triangular parcel of land was the 
gore ceded, in the summer of 1736, to 
the proprietors of Groton, on the peti- 
tion of Benjamin Prescott. The doc- 
uments relating to this matter are as 
follows : — 


To his Honnor Spencer Phipes Esqr 
Capt Geniorl and Commander In Cheaf in 
and ouer his majists prouince of the Mas- 
sachusets Bay in New england and to The 
Honble his majestys Counsel and House of 
Representatiues In Geniral Courte assam- 
bled at Boston The 26 of December 
1751 

The Petition of Peleg Lawrance Jarimah 
Lawrance and william Prescott a Cumttee, 
for the Second Parish In Groton in The 
County of Middle sikes. 

Humbly Shew That Theare is a strip of 
Land of about fiue or six hundred acors 
Lys ajoyning To The Town of Groton 
which be Longs To the town of Dun- 
stable the said strip of land Lys near 
fouer mill in Length and bounds on the 
North Line of the said second Parrish in 
Groton and on the South Side of New- 
hampsher Line which Peeace by Runing 
the sd Line of Newhampsher was Intierly 
Cut off from the town of Dunstable from 
Receueing any Priuelidge their for it Lys 
not Less then aboute Eight mill from the 
Senter of the town of Dunstable and but 
about two mill and a half from the meeting 
house in the said second Parish in Groton 
so that they that settel on the sd Strip of 
Land may be much beter acommadated to 
be Joyned to ye town of Groton and to the 
sd second Parish than Euer thay Can any 
other way in this Prouince and the town of 
Dunstable being well sencable thare of 
haue at thare town meeting on the 19 Day 
of December Currant voted of the sd Strip 
of Land allso James Colburn who now 
Liues on sd Strip Land from the town of 
Dunstable to be annexed to the town of 
Groton and to the sd second Parish in sd 
town and the second Parish haue aCord- 
ingly voted to Recue the same all which 
may appear by the vote of sd Dunstable 
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and said Parish which will be of Grate 
advantige to the owners of the sd. strip of 
Land and a benefit to the said second 
Parish in Groton so that your Petitioners 
Humbly Pray that the sd. strip of Land 
may be annexed to the said second Parish in 
Groton so far as Groton Nor west corner 
todo Duty and Recue Priulidge theare and 
your petionrs In Duty bound shall Euer 
Pray 

Peleg Lawrence 

Will™ Prescott 

Jeremiah Lawrence 


Dunstable December 24 1751 
this may Certifye the Grate and Genirol 
Courte that I Liue on the slip of Land 
within mentioned and it tis my Desier that 
the prayer of this Petition be Granted 
James Colburn 
In the House of Reptives Janty 4. 1752 
Voted that the prayer of the Petition be 
so farr granted that the said strip of Land 
prayed for, that is the Jurisdiction of it be 
Annex’d to the Town of Groton & to ye 
Second Precinct in said Town & to do 
dutys there & to recieve Priviledges from 
them. 
Sent up for Concurrence 
T. Hubbard Spkr. 
In Council Jany 6. 1752 Read & Con- 
cur’d 
J Willard Secry. 
Consented to 
S Phips 


[Massachusetts Archives, cxvi, 16a, 163-1 

The west parish of Groton was made 
a district on April 12, 1753, the day the 
Act was signed by the Governor, which 
was a second step toward its final and 
complete separation. It then took the 
name of Pepperell, and was vested with 
still broader political powers. It was so 
called after Sir William Pepperrell, who 
had successfully commanded the New 
England troops against Louisburg ; and 
the name was suggested, doubtless, by 
the Reverend Joseph Emerson, the first 
settled minister of the parish. He had 
accompanied that famous expedition in 
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the capacity of chaplain, only the year 
before he had received a call for his 
settlement, and his associations with the 
commander were fresh in his memory. 
It will be noticed that the Act for 
incorporating the district leaves the 
name blank, which was customary in 
this kind of legislation at that period ; 
and the governor, perhaps with the 
advice of his council, was in the habit 
subsequently of filling out the name. 

Pepperell, for one “r” is dropped from 
the name, had now all the privileges of 
a town, except the right to choose a 
representative to the General Court, and 
this political connection with Groton 
was kept up until the beginning of the 
Revolution. In the. session of the 
General Court which met at Watertown, 
on July 19, 1775, Pepperell was repre- 
sented by a member, and in this way 
acquired the privileges of a town with- 
out any special act of incorporation. 
Other similar districts were likewise 
represented, in accordance with the 
precept calling that body together, and 
they thus obtained municipal rights 
without the usual formality. The pre- 
cedent seems to have been set by the 
Provincial Congress of Massachusetts, 
which was made up of delegates from 
the districts as well as from the towns. 
It was a revolutionary step taken out- 
side of the law. On March 23, 1786, 
this anomalous condition of affairs was 
settled by an act of the Legislature, 
which declared all districts, incor- 
porated before January 1, 1777, to be 
towns for all intents and purposes. 

The act for the incorporation of 
Pepperell is as follows : — 


Anno Regni Regis Georgij Secundi 
vicesimo Sexto 

An Act for Erecting the second Precinct 
in the Town of Groton into a seperate 
District 
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Be it enacted by the Leiu'. Govr 
cil and House of Representatives 

That the second Precinct in Groton 
bounding Southerly on the old Country 
Road leading to Townshend, Westerly on 
Townshend Line Northerly on the Line 
last run by the Governmt. of New Hamp- 
shire as the Boundary betwixt that Prov- 
ince and this Easterly to the middle of the 
River, called Lancaster [Nashua] River, 
from where the said Boundary Line crosses 
said River, so up the middle of ye. said 
River to where the Bridge did stand, called 
Kemps Bridge, to the Road first men- 
tioned, be & hereby is erected into a sep- 
erate District by the Name of..... 
and that the said District be and hereby is 
invested with all the Priviledges Powers 
and Immunities that Towns in this Prov- 
ince by Law do or may enjoy, that of 
sending a Representative to the generail 
Assembly only excepted, and that the In- 
habitants of said District shall have full 
power & Right from Time to time to joyn 
with the st: Town of Groton in the choice 
of Representative or Representatives, in 
which Choice they shall enjoy all the Priv- 
iledges which by Law they would have 
been entitled to, if this Act had not been 
made. And that the sajd District shall 
from Time to time pay their proportionable 
part of the Expence of such Representative 
or Representatives According to their 
respective proportions of y*. Province 
Tax. 

And that the s¢. Town of Groton as 
often as they shall call a Meeting for the 
Choice of a Representative shall give sea- 
sonable Notice to the Clerk of said Dis- 
trict for the Time being, of the Time and 
place of holding such Meeting, to the End 
that said District may join them therein, 
and the Clerk of said District shall set up 
in some publick place in s4. District a 
Notification thereof accordingly or other- 
wise give Seasonable Notice, as the Dis- 
trict shall determine. . 

Provided Nevertheless and be it further 
enacted That the said District shall pay 
their proportion: of all Town County and 
Province Taxes already set on or granted 
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to be raised by s¢. Town as if this act had 
not been made, and also be at one half the 
charge in building and repairing the Two 
Bridges on Lancaster River aforesaid in s¢: 
District. 

Provided also and be it further Enacted 
That no poor Persons residing in said Dis- 
trict and Who have been Warn'd by the 
Selectmen of said Groton to depart s@: 
Town shall be understood as hereby ex- 
empted from any Process they would have 
been exposed to if this Act had not been 
made. 

And be it further enacted that W™ Law- 
rence * Esqr Be and hereby is impowered 


*This name apparently inserted after the original 
draft was made. 
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to issue his Warrant directed to some prin- 
cipal Inhabitant in s4. District requiring 
him to notify the Inhabitants of said Dis- 
trict to meet at such Time & place as he 
shall appoint to choose all such Officers as 
by Law they are Impowered to Choose for 
conducting the Affairs for s4. District. 
In the House of Reptives April 5, 1753 
Read three several times and pass’d to 
be Engross’d 
Sent up for Concurrence 
T. Hubbard Spkr. 
In Council April 5 1753 AM 
Read a first and Second Time and pass’d 
a Concurrence 
Thos. Clarke Dpty. Secry 


[ Massachusetts Archives, cxvi, 360-362. ] 


WACHUSETT MOUNTAIN AND PRINCETON. 


By ATHERTON P. MASON. 


Atmost the first land seen by a 
person on board a vessel approaching 
the Massachusetts coast is the summit 
of Wachusett Mountain ; and any one 
standing upon its rocky top beholds 
more of Massachusetts than can be 
seen from any other mountain in the 
State. For these two reasons, if for no 
others, a short historical and sceno- 
graphical description of this lonely and 
majestic eminence, and of the beautiful 
township in which it lies, would seem 
to be interesting. 

Wachusett, or “Great Watchusett 
Hill,” as it was originally called, lies in 
the northern part of the township of 
Princeton, and is about fifty miles due 
west from Boston. The Nashaways, or 
Nashuas, originally held this tract and 
all the land west of the river that still 


bears their name, and they gave to this 
mountain and the region around its 


base the name of “ Watchusett.”  Ris- 
ing by a gradual ascent from its base, 
it has the appearance of a vast dome. 
The Reverend Peter Whitney,* speak- 
ing of its dimensions, says: ‘‘ The cir- 
cumference of this monstrous mass is 
about three miles, and its height is 
3,012 feet above the level of the sea, 
as was found by the Hon. John Win- 
throp, Esq., LL.p., in the year 1777: 
and this must be 1,800 or 1,900 feet 
above the level of the adjacent coun- 
try.” More recent measurements have 
not materially changed these figures, so 
they may be regarded as substantially 
correct. 

The first mention, and probably the 


* History of Worcester County. Worcester: 1793. 
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first sight, of this mountain, or of any 
portion of the region now comprised 
in Worcester County, is recorded in 
Governor Winthrop’s journal, in which, 
under the date of January 27, 1632, is 
written: ‘The Governour and some 
company with him, went up by Charles 
River about eight miles above Water- 
town.” The party after climbing an 
eminence in the vicinity of their halt- 
ing-place saw “a very high hill, due 
west about forty miles off, and to the 
N. W. the high hills by Merrimack, 
above sixty miles off.” The “very 
high hill” seen by them for the first 
time was unquestionably Wachusett. 
“On the 20th of October, 1759, 
the General Court of Massachusetts, 
passed an act for incorporating the east 
wing, so called, uf Rutland, together 
with sundry farms and some publick 
lands contiguous thereto,” as a district 


under the name of Prince Town, “ to 
perpetuate the name and memory of 
the late Rev. Thomas Prince, colleague 
pastor of the Old South church in 
Boston, and a large proprietor of this 


tract of land.” The district thus in- 
corporated contained about nineteen 
thousand acres ; but on April 24, 1771, 
its inhabitants petitioned the General 
Court, that it, “ with all the lands ad- 
joining said District, not included in 
any other town or District,” be incor- 
porated into a iown by the name of 
Princeton; and by the granting of 
this petition, the area of the town 
was increased to twenty-two thousand 
acres. 

The principal citizen of Princeton at 
this period was the Honorable Moses 
Gill, who married the daughter of the 
Reverend Thomas Prince. He was a 
man of considerable note in the county 
also, holding office as one of the judges 
of the court of common pleas for the 
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county of Worcester, and being “ for 
several years Counsellor of this Com- 
monwealth.” His country-seat, located 
at Princeton, was a very extensive es- 
tate, comprising nearly three thousand 
acres. Mr. Whitney appears to have 
been personally familiar with this place, 
and his description of it is so graphic 
and enthusiastic, that it may be inter- 
esting to quote a portion of it. 

“ His noble and elegant seat is about 
one mile and a quarter from the meet- 
ing-house, to the south. The mansion- 
house is large, being fifty by fifty feet, 
with four stacks of chimneys. The 
farmhouse is forty feet by thirty-six. 
Ina line with this stands the coach and 
chaise house, fifty feet by thirty-six. 
This is joined to the barn by a shed 
seventy feet in length — the barn is 
two hundred feet by thirty-two. Very 
elegant fences are erected around the 
mansion-house, the outhouses, and the 
garden. When we view this seat, these 
buildings, and this farm of so many 
hundred acres under a high degree of 
profitable cultivation, and are told that 
in the year 1776 it was a perfect 
wilderness, we are struck with wonder, 
admiration, and astonishment. Upon 
the whole. the seat of Judge Gill, all 
the agreeable circumstances respecting 
it being attentively considered, is not 
paralleled by any in the New England 
States: perhaps not by any this side 
the Delaware.” 

Judge Gill was a very benevolent and 
enterprising man, and did much to 
advance the welfare of the town in its 
infancy. During the first thirty years 
of its existence, it increased rapidly in 
wealth and population, having in 1790 
one thousand and sixteen inhabitants. 
For the next half-century it increased 
slowly, having in 1840 thirteen hun 
dred and forty-seven inhabitants, Since 
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then, like all our beautiful New-Eng- 
land farming-towns, it has fallen off in 
population, having at the present time 
but little over one thousand people 
dwelling within its limits. Yet neither 
the town nor the character of the peo- 
ple has degenerated in the last cen- 
tury. Persevering industry has brought 
into existence in this town some of 
the most beautiful farms in New 
England, and in 1875 the value of 
farm products was nearly a quarter 
of a million dollars. Manutacturing has 
never been carried on to any great 
extent in this town. “In Princeton 
there are four grist mills, five saw mills, 
and one fulling mill and clothiers’ 
works,” says Whitney in 1793. Now 
lumber and chair-stock are the prin- 
cipal manufactured products, and in 
1875 the value of these, together with 
the products of other smaller manufac- 


turing industries, was nearly seventy 
thousand dollars. 


Princeton is the birthplace of several 
men who have become well known, 
among whom may be mentioned Ed- 
ward Savage (1761-1817), noted as a 
skilful portrait-painter ; David Everett 
(1770-1813), the journalist, and author 
of those familiar schoolboy verses be- 
ginning : — 

“You'd scarce expect one of my age 

To speak in public on the stage”; 
and Leonard Woods, D.p., the eminent 
theologian. 

This locality derives additional in- 
terest from the fact that Mrs. Row- 
landson, in her book entitled Twenty 
Removes, designates it as the place 
where King Philip released her from 
captivity in the spring of 1676. Tra- 
dition still points out the spot where 
this release took place, in a meadow 
near a large bowlder at the eastern 
base of the mountain. The bowlder is 
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known to this day as “Redemption 
Rock.” It is quite near the margin 
of Wachusett Lake, a beautiful sheet of 
water covering over one hundred acres. 
This is a favorite place for picnic par- 
ties from neighboring towns, and the 
several excellent hotels and boarding- 
houses in the immediate vicinity afford 
accommodations for summer visitors, 
who frequent this locality in large 
numbers. 

The Indian history of this region is 
brief, but what there is of it is interest- 
ing to us on account of King Philip’s 
connection with it. At the outbreak 
of the Narragansett War, in 1675, the 
Wachusetts, in spite of their solemn 
compact with the colonists, joined King 
Philip, and, after his defeat, “the lands 
about the Wachusetts”” became one of 
his headquarters, and he was frequently 
in that region. For many years their 
wigwams were scattered about the base 
of the mountain and along the border 
of the lake, and tradition informs us 
that on a large flat rock near the lake 
their council-fires were often lighted. 

Until 1751, but three families had 
settled in the Wachusett tract. In May 
of that year Robert Keyes, a noted 
hunter, settled there with his family, 
upon the eastern slope of the mountain, 
near where the present carriage-road to 
the summit begins. On April 14,1755, 
a child of his named Lucy, about five 
years old, strayed away, presumably to 
follow her sisters wh» had gone to the 
lake, about a mile distant. She was 
never heard of again, though the woods 
were diligently searched for weeks. 
Whitney speaks of this incident, and 
concludes that “‘she was taken by the 
Indians and carried into their country, 
and soon forgot her relations, lost her 
native language, and became as one of 
the aborigines.” In 1765 Keyes peti- 
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tioned the General Court to grant him 
“ye easterly half of said Wachusett 
hill” in consideration of the loss of 
“too pounds lawful money” incurred 
by him in seeking for his lost child. 
This petition was endorsed “ nega- 
tived” in the handwriting of the sec- 
retary. With this one exception the 
early settlers of Princeton seem to have 
suffered very little at the hands of the 
Indians. 

Princeton, in common with its neigh- 
bors, underwent much religious contro- 
versy during the first half-century of its 
existence. The first meeting- house, 
“so foots long and 40 foots wide,” 
was erected in 1762 “on the highest 
part of the land, near three pine trees, 
being near a large flat rock.” This 


edifice was taken down in 1796, and 
replaced by a more “ elegant” building, 
which in turn was removed in 1838. 


The three pine trees are now no more, 
but the flat rock remains, and on ac- 
count of the fine sunset view obtained 
from it has been named “ Sunset 
Rock.” 

The first minister in Princeton was 
the Reverend Timothy Fuller, settled 
in 1767. In 1768 the General Court 
granted him Wachusett Mountain to 
compensate him for his settlement over 
“a heavily burdened people in a wilder- 
ness country.”” It was certainly at that 
time neither a profitable nor useful 
gift, and it was a pity to have this 
grand old pile pass into private hands. 
Mr. Fuller continued as pastor until 
1776. His successors were the Rev- 
erend Thomas Crafts, the Reverend 
Joseph Russell,andthe Reverend James 
Murdock, p.p. At the time when Dr. 
Murdock left, in 1815, Unitarian senti- 
ments had developed extensively, and 
“the town and a minority of the 
church ” called the Reverend Samuel 
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Clarke, who had been a pupil of Dr. 
Channing. The call was accepted and, 
as a result, a portion of the church 
seceded and built a small house of wor- 
ship; but in 1836 the church and 
society reunited and have remained so 
ever since. 

In 1817 a Baptist society was organ- 
ized, and had several pastors; but in 
1844 the society began to diminish, 
and not long after ceased to exist. The 
meeting-house was sold and is now an 
hotel—the Prospect House. In 1839 
a Methodist Episcopal Church was 
organized which still flourishes. 

Besides Wachusett Mountain there 
are two other hills in Princeton that are 
deserving of mention — Pine Hill and 
Little Wachusett. The former is about 
two miles from the centre of the town 
and not far from Wachusett, and the 
latter is about half a mile to the north 
of the centre. Neither of these hills 
is large or high, their elevation being 
about one thousand feet less than that 
of Wachusett, but they appear like two 
beautiful children of the majestic father 
that looms above them. ill these hills 
were once heavily wooded, but much 
timber has been cut off during the last 
century, and forest-fires have devastated 
portions at different times ; yet there is 
still an abundance left. Whitney speaks ~ 
of the region as abounding in oak of 
various kinds, chestnut, white ash, 
beech, birch, and maple, with some 
butternut and walnut trees. The vigor- 
ous growth of the primeval forest indi- 
cated the strength and richness of the 
soil which has since been turned to such 
profitable use by the farmers. The 
houses in which the people live are all 
substantial, convenient, and, in many 
cases, beautiful, being surrounded by 
neatly kept grounds and well - tilled 
land. 
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In a hilly country such as this is, 
springs and brooks of course abound. 
The height of land upon which Prince- 
ton is situated is a watershed between 
the Connecticut and Merrimack Rivers, 
and of the three beautiful brooks hav- 
ing their source in the township, one, 
Wachusett Brook, runs into Ware 
River, and thence to the Connecticut, 
while the other two, East Wachusett 
and Keyes Brooks, get to the Merri- 
mack by Still River and the Nashua. 

Mention has been made of Wachu- 
sett Lake. Properly speaking, this 
cannot perhaps be considered as being 
in Princeton, inasmuch as about four 
fifths of its surface lie in the adjoining 
township of Westminster. Besides 
Wachusett Lake there is another called 
Quinnepoxet, which lies in the south- 
western part of the township, a small 
portion of it being in Holden. It is 


smaller than its northern neighbor, 
covering only about seventy acres, but 
it is a very charming sheet of water. 

A brief account of the geology of 
this region may perhaps prove interest- 


ing. In the eastern portion of Prince- 
ton the underlying rock is a kind of 
micaceous schist, and in the western is 
granitic gneiss. The gneiss abounds in 
sulphuret of iron, and for this reason is 
peculiarly liable to undergo disintegra- 
tion ; hence the excellent character of 
the soil in this portion of Worcester 
County where naked rock is seldom 
seen in place, except in case of the 
summits of the hills scattered here and 
there ; and these summits are rounded, 
and show the effects of weathering. 
As we go westerly upon this gneiss 
range, and get into the limits of Frank- 
lin and Hampshire Counties, a larger 
amount of naked rock appears, the hills 
are more craggy and precipitous, and 
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in general the soil is poorer. The three 
principal elevations in Princeton are 
mainly composed of gneiss. This 
variety of rock is identical with granite 
in its composition, the distinctive point 
between the two being that gneiss has 
lines of stratification while granite has 
none. The rock of which Wachusett 
is mainly composed has rather obscure 
stratification, and hence may be called 
granitic gneiss.. What stratification 
there is does not show the irregularity 
that one would suppose would result 
from the elevation of the mountain to 
so great a height above the surrounding 
country ; on the other hand the rock 
does not differ essentially in hardness 
from that in the regions below, and 
hence the theory that all the adjacent 
land was once as high as the summit 
of the mountain, and was subsequently 
worn away by the action of water and 
weather, is hardly tenable. The gneiss 
of this region is not especially rich in 
other mineral contents. Some fine 
specimens of mica have however been 
obtained from the summit of Wachu- 
sett. The only other extraneous min- 
eral found there to any great extent is 
the sulphuret of iron before mentioned. 
The common name of this mineral is 
iron pyrites, and being of a yellow 
color has in many localities in New 
England, in times past, caused a vast 
waste of time and money in a vain 
search for gold. It does not appear 
that the inhabitants of Princeton were 
ever thus deceived, though Whitney 
wrote in 1793: “Perhaps its bowels 
may contain very valuable hid treasure, 
which in some future period may be 
descried.” In describing the summit of 
the mountain he speaks of it as “a flat 
rock, or ledge of rocks for some rods 
round ; and there is a small pond of 
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water generally upon the top of it, of 
two or three rods square; and where 
there is any earth it, is covered with 
blueberry bushes for acres round.” 
The small pond and blueberry bushes 
are visible at present, or were a year or 
two ago at any rate, but the area of 
bare rock has increased somewhat as 
time went on, though the top is not as 
bare as is that of its New Hampshire 
brother, Monadnock, nor are its sides 
so craggy and precipitous. 

The people of Princeton have always 
kept abreast of the times. From the 
first they were ardent supporters of 
the measures of the Revolution, and 
foremost among them in patriotic spirit 
was the Honorable Moses Gill, pre- 
viously mentioned in this paper, who, 
on account of his devotion to the 
good cause, was called by Samuel 
Adams “The Duke of Princeton.” 
Their strong adherence to the “ state 
rights” principle led the people of the 
town to vote against the adoption of 
the Constitution of the United States ; 
but when it was adopted they abided 
by it, and when the Union was men- 
aced in the recent Rebellion they 
nobly responded to the call of the 
nation with one hundred and twenty- 
seven men and nearly twenty thousand 
dollars in money — exceeding in both 
items the demand made upon them. 
Nor is their record in the pursuits 


of peace less honorable, for in dairy 


products and in the rearing of fine 
cattle they have earned an enviable 
and well-deserved reputation. As a 
community it is cultured and industrious, 
and has ever been in full syronathy with 
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progress in education, religion, and 
social relations. 

But few towns in Massachusetts offer 
to summer visitors as many attractions 
as does Princeton. The air is clear 
and bracing, the landscape charming, 
and the pleasant, shady woodroads 
afford opportunities for drives through 
most picturesque scenery. Near at 
hand is the lake, and above it towers 
Wachusett. It has been proposed to 
run a railroad up to and around the 
mountain, but thus far, fortunately, 
nothing has come of it. A fine road 
of easy ascent winds up the mountain, 
and on the summit is a good hotel 
which is annually patronized by thou- 
sands of transient visitors. 

The view from here is magnificent 
on a clear day. The misty blue of the 
Atlantic, the silver thread of the Con- 
necticut, Mounts Tom and Holyoke, 
and cloud-clapped Monadnock, the 
cities of Worcester and Fitchburg — all 
these and many other beautiful objects 
are spread out before the spectator. 
But it cannot be described — it must 
be seen to be appreciated; and the 
throngs of visitors that flit through the 
town every summer afford abundant 
evidence that the love of the beautiful 
and grand in nature still lives in the 
hearts of the people. 

Brief is the sketch of this beautiful 
mountain town, which is neither large 
nor possessed of very eventful history : 
but in its quiet seclusion dwell peace 
and prosperity, and its worthy inhabi- 
tants are most deeply attached to the 
beautiful heritage handed down to 
them by their ancestors. 
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WASHINGTON AND THE FLAG. 


By Henry B. CARRINGTON. 


“ Strike, strike! O Liberty, thy silver strings! ” 





Norsz. — On a pavement slab in Brighton Chapel, Northamptonshire, England, the Washington coat-of-arms 
appears: a bird rising from nest (coronet), upon azure field with three five-pointed stars, and parallel red-and-white 
bands on field below; suggesting origin of the national escutcheon. 


1. 
SrRIKE, strike ! O Liberty, thy silver strings ; 

And fill with melody the clear blue sky ! 

Give swell to chorus full, — to gladness wings, 
And let swift heralds with the tidings fly ! 

Faint not, nor tire, but glorify the record 

Which honors him who gave the nation life ; 

Fill up the story, and with one accord 

Our people hush their conflicts — end their strife ! 


ll. 
Tell me, ye people, why doth this appeal 

Go forth in measure swift as it has force, 

To quicken souls, and make the nation’s weal 

Advance, unfettered, in its onward course, 

Unless that they who live in these our times 

May grasp the grand, o’erwhelming thought, ? 
That he who led our troops in battle-lines, 

But our best interests ever sought ! 





mn. 
What is this story, thus redolent of praise? 

Why challenge Liberty herself to lend her voice? 
Why must ye hallelujah anthems raise, 

And bid the world in plaudits loud rejoice ? 
Why lift the banner with its star-lit folds, 

And give it honors, grandest and the best, 
Unless its blood-stripes and its stars of gold 
Bring ransom to the toilers — to the weary rest? 





IV. 
O yes, there ’s a secret in the stars and stripes: 
It was the emblem of our nation’s sire ; 

And from the record of his father’s stripes, 

He gathered zeal which did his youth inspire. 
Fearless and keen in the border battle, 
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Careless of risk while dealing blow for blow, 
What did he care for yell or rifle-rattle 
If he in peril only duty e’er could know! 


v. 

As thus in youth he measured well his work, 
And filled that measure ever full and true, 

So then to him to lead the nation looked, 
When all to arms in holy frenzy flew. 

Great faith was that, to inspire our sires, 

And honor him, so true, with chief command, 
And fervid be our joy, while beacon-fires 

Do honor to this hero through the land. 


V1. 

Strike, strike ! O Liberty, thy silver strings ! 

Bid nations many in the contest try ! 

Tell them, O, tell, of all thy mercy brings 

For all that languish, be it far or nigh ! 

For all oppressed the time shall surely come, 

When, stripped of fear, and hushed each plaintive cry, 
All, all, will find in Washington 


The model guide, for now — for aye, for aye. 


A SUMMER ON THE GREAT LAKES. 
By FRED. Myron COLBy. 


Wuere shall we go this year? is 
he annual recurring question as the 
ummer heats draw near. We must 
go somewhere, for it will be no less 
inwholesome than unfashionable to 
emainin town. The body needs rest ; 


rondacks in years gone by. Saratoga? 
We have never been there, but we have 
an abhorrence for a great fashionable 
crowd. To say the truth, we are heart- 
ily sick of “summer resorts,” with their 
gambling, smoking, and drinking. The 


the brain, no less wearied, unites in 
the demand for change, for recreation. 
A relief from the wear and tear of pro- 
fessional life is a necessity. The sea- 
side? Cape May and York Beach are 
among our first remembrances. We 
believe in change. The mountains? 
Their inexhaustible variety will never 
pall, but then we have “done” the 
White Mountains, explored the Cats- 
kills, and encamped among the Adi- 


great watering-places hold no charms 
for us. “The world, the flesh, and 
the devil” there hold undisputed sway : 
we desire a gentler rule. 

“‘What do you say to a trip on the 
Great Lakes?’’ suggests my friend, 
Ralph Vincent. with indefatigable 
patience. 

“T—I don’t know,” 
thoughtfully. 

“Don’t know!” cried “the Histo- 


I answered, 
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rian’’ -- (we called Hugh Warren by 
that title from his ability to always 
give information on any mooted 
point). He was a walking encyclope- 
dia of historical lore. ‘ Don’t know! 
Yes, you do. It is just what we want. 
It will be a delightful voyage, with 
scenes of beauty at every sunset and 
every sunrise. The Sault de Ste. Marie 
with its fairy isles, the waters of Lake 
Huron so darkly, deeply, beautifully 
green, and the storied waves of Superior 
with their memories of the martyr 
missionaries, of old French broils and 
the musical flow of Hiawatha. The 
very thought is enough to make one 
enthusiastic. How came you to think 
of it, Vincent?” 

“T never think: I scorn the imputa- 
tion,” repled Vincent, with a look of as- 
sumed disdain. “ It was a inspiration.” 


“And you have inspired us to a 
glorious undertaking. 


The Crusades 
were nothing to it. Say, Montague,” 
to me, “you are agreed?” 

“Yes, I am agreed,” I assented. 
“We will spend our summer on the 
Great Lakes. It will be novel, it will 
be refreshing, it will be classical.” 

So it was concluded. A week from 
that time found us at Oswego. Our 
proposed route was an elaborate one. 
It was to start at Oswego, take a bee- 
line across Lake Ontario to Toronto, 
hence up the lake and through the 
Welland Canal into Lake Erie, along 
the shores of that historical inland 
sea, touching at Erie, Cleveland, San- 
dusky, and Toledo, up Detroit River, 
through the Lake and River of St. 
Clair, then gliding over the waters of 
Lake Huron, dash down along the 
shores of Lake Michigan to Chicago, 
and back past Milwaukee, through the 
Straits of Mackinaw and the ship-canal 
into the placid waves of Superior, mak- 
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ing Duluth the terminus of our journey. 
Our return would be leisurely, stopping 
here and there, at out-of-the-way places, 
camping-out whenever the fancy seized 
us and the opportunity offered, to hunt, 
to fish, to rest, being for the time knight- 
errants of pleasure, or, as the Historian 
dubbed us, peripatetic philosophers, in 
search, not of the touchstone to make 
gold, but the touchstone to make 
health. Our trip was to occupy two 
months. 

It was well toward the latter part of 
June in 1881, on one of the brightest 
of summer mornings, that our steamer, 
belonging to the regular daily line to 
Toronto, steamed slowly out from the 
harbor of Oswego. So we were at last 
on the “beautiful water,” for that is 
the meaning of Ontario in the Indian 
tongue. Here, two hundred years 
before us, the war-canoes of De Cham- 
plain and his Huron allies had spurned 
the foaming tide. Here, a hundred 
years later the batteaux of that great 
soldier, Montcalm, had swept round 
the bluff to win the fortress on its height, 
then in English hands. Historic mem- 
ories haunted it. The very waves 
sparkling in the morning sunshine 
whispered of romantic tales. 

Seated at the stern of the boat we 
looked back upon the fading city. 
Hugh Warren was smoking, and his 
slow-moving blue eyes were fixed 
dreamily upon the shore. He did not 
seem to be gazing at anything, and yet 
we knew he saw more than any of us. 

“A centime for your thoughts, 
Hugh!” cried Vincent, rising and 
stretching his limbs. 

“‘T was thinking,” said the Historian, 
“of that Frenchman, Montcalm, who 
one summer day came down on the 
English at Oswego unawares with his 
gunboats and Indians and gendarmes. 
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Of the twenty-five thousand people in 
yonder city I don’t suppose there are 
a dozen who know what his plans were. 
They were grand ones. In no country 
on the face of the globe has nature 
traced outlines of internal navigation 
on so grand a scale as upon our Amer- 
ican continent. Entering the mouth 
of the St. Lawrence we are carried by 
that river through the Great Lakes to 
the head of Lake Superior, a distance 
of more than two thousand miles. On 
the south we find the Mississippi pour- 
ing its waters into the Gulf of Mexico, 
within a few degrees of the tropics after 
a course of three thousand miles. 
‘The Great Water,’ as its name signi- 
fies, and its numerous branches drain 
the surface of about one million one 
hundred thousand square miles, or an 
area twenty times greater than England 
and Wales. The tributaries of the 
Mississippi equal the largest rivers of 
Europe. The course of the Missouri 
is probably not less than twenty-five 
hundred miles. The Ohio winds above 
a thousand miles through fertile coun- 
tries. The tributaries of “hese tributa- 
ries are great rivers. The Wabash, a 
feeder of the Ohio, has a course of 
above five hundred miles, four hundred 
of which are navigable. If the contem- 
plated canal is ever completed which 
will unite Lake Michigan with the head 
of navigation on the [Illinois River, it 
will be possible to proceed by lines of 
inland navigation from Quebec to New 
Orleans. There is space within the 
regions enjoying these advantages of 
water communication, and already 
peopled by the Anglo-Saxon race, for 
four hundred millions of the human 
race, or more than double the popula- 
tion of Europe at the present time. 
Imagination cannot conceive the new 
influences which will be exercised 
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on the affairs of the world when the 
great valley of the Mississippi, and the 
continent from Lake Superior to New 
Orleans, is thronged with population. 
In the valley of the Mississippi alone 
there is abundant room for a popula- 
tion of a hundred million. 

“In Montcalm’s day all this territory 
belonged to France. It was that sol- 
dier’s dream, and he was no less a 
statesman than a soldier, to make here 
a great nation. Toward that end a 
great chain of forts was to be built 
along the line from Ontario to New 
Orleans. Sandusky, Mackinaw, Detroit, 
Oswego, Du Quesne, were but a few 
links in the contemplated chain that 
was to bind the continent forever to 
French interests. It was for this he 
battled through all those bloody, brilliant 
campaigns of the old Frenchwar. But 
the English were too strong for him. 
Montcalm perished, and the power of 
France was at an end in the New 
World. But it almost overwhelms me 
at the thought of what a mighty empire 
was lost when the English huzza rose 
above the French clarion on the Plains 
of Abraham.” 

“Better for the continent and the 
world that England won,” said Vincent. 

“Perhaps so,” allowed Hugh. 
“Though we cannot tell what might 
have been. But that does not concern 
this Ulysses and his crew. Onward, 
voyagers and voyageresses.” 

“Your simile is an unfortunate one. 
Ulysses was wrecked off Circe’s island 
and at other places. Rather let us be 
the Argonauts in search of the Golden 
Fleece.” 

“Mercenary wretch!” exclaimed 
Hugh. “ My taste is different. I am 
going in search of a dinner.” 

Hugh Warren’s ability for discovering 
anything of that sort was proverbially 
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good, so we, having the same disposition, 
followed him below to the dining- 
saloon. 

We arrived at Toronto, one hundred 
and sixty miles from Oswego, a little 
before dusk. This city, the capital of 
the province of Ontario, is situated on 
an armof the lake. Its bay is a beauti- 
ful inlet about four miles long and two 
miles wide, forming a capacious and 
well-protected harbor. The site of the 
town. is low, but rises gently from the 
water's edge. The streets are regular 
and wide, crossing each other generally 
at right angles. There is an esplanade 
fronting the bay which extends for a 
distance of two miles. The population 
of the city has increased from twelve 
hundred in 1817 to nearly sixty thou- 
sand at present. In the morning we 
took a hurried survey of its chief build- 
ings, visited Queen’s Park in the centre 
of the city, and got round in season to 
take the afternoon steamer for Buffalo. 

The district situated between Lake 
Ontario and Lake Erie, as it has been 
longest settled, so also is it the best- 
cultivated part of Western Canada. 
The vicinity to the two Great Lakes 
renders the climate more agreeable, by 
diminishing the severity of the winters 
and tempering the summers’ heats. 
Fruits of various kind arrive at great 
perfection, cargoes of which are ex- 
ported to Montreal, Quebec, and other 
places situated in the less genial parts 
of the eastern province. Mrs. Jameson 
speaks of this district as “ superlatively 
beautiful.” The only place approach- 
ing a town in size and the number of 
inhabitants, from the Falls along the 
shores of Lake Erie for a great distance, 
beyond even Grand River, is Chippewa, 
situated on the river Welland, or Chip- 
pewa, which empties itself into Niagara 
Strait, just where the rapids commence 
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and navigation terminates. One or 
more steamers run between Chippewa 
and Buffalo. Chippewa is still but a 
small village, but, as it lies directly on 
the great route from the Western States 
of the Union to the Falls of Niagara 
and the Eastern States, it will probably 
rise into importance. Its greatest cele- 
brity at present arises from the fact of 
there having been a great battle fought 
near by between the British and Ameri- 
cans in the war of 1812. 

The line of navigation by the St. 
Lawrence did not extend beyond Lake 
Ontario until the Welland Canal was 
constructed. This important work is 
thirty-two miles long, and admits ships 
of one hundred and twenty-five guns, 
which is about the average tonnage of 
the trading-vessels on the lakes. The 
Niagara Strait is nearly parallel to the 
Welland Canal, and more than one 
The canal, 


third of it is not navigable. 
by opening this communication between 
Lake Ontario and Lake Erie, has con- 
ferred an immense benefit on all the 


districts west of Ontario. The great 
Erie Canal has been still more beneficial, 
by connecting the lakes with New York 
and the Atlantic by the Hudson River, 
which the canal joins after a course of 
three hundred and sixty miles. The 
effect of these two canals was quickly 
perceptible in the increased activity of 
commerce on Lake Erie, and the Erie 
Canal has rendered this lake the great 
line of transit from New York to the 
Western States. 

Lake Erie is the most shallow of all 
the lakes, its average depth being only 
sixty or seventy feet. Owing to this 
shallowness the lake is readily dis- 
turbed by the wind ; and for this reason, 
and for its paucity of good harbors, it 
has the reputation of being the most 
dangerous to navigate of any cf the 
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Great Lakes. Neither are its shores 
as picturesquely beautiful as those of 
Ontario, Huron, and Superior. Still it 
is a lovely and romantic body of water, 
and its historic memories are interesting 
and important. In this last respect all 
the Great Lakes are remarkable. Some 
of the most picturesque and interesting 
chapters of our colonial and military 
history have for their scenes the shores 
and the waters of these vast inland seas. 
A host of great names— Champlain, 
Frontenac, La Salle, Marquette, Perry, 
Tecumseh, and Harrison —has wreathed 
the lakes with glory. The scene of the 
stirring events in which Pontiac was the 
conspicuous figure is now marked on 
the map by such names as Detroit, 
Sandusky, Green Bay, and Mackinaw. 
The thunder of the battles of Lundy’s 
Lane and the Thames was heard not 
far off, and the very waters of Lake 
Erie were once canopied with the sul- 
phur smoke from the cannon of Perry’s 
conquering fleet. 

We spent two days in Buffalo, and 
they were days well spent. This city is 
the second in size of the five Great Lake 
ports, being outranked only by Chicago. 
Founded in 1801, it now boasts of a 
population of one hundred and sixty 
thousand souls. The site is a plain, 
which, from a point about two miles 
distant from the lake, slopes gently to 
the water’s edge. The city has a water 
front of two and a half miles on the 
lake and of about the same extent on 
Niagara River. It has one of the finest 
harbors on the lake. The public build- 
ings are costly and imposing edifices, 
and many of the private residences are 
elegant. The pride of the city is its 
public park of five hundred and thirty 
acres, laid out by Frederick Law Olm- 
stead in 1870. It has the reputation of 
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being the healthiest city of the United 
States. 

Buffalo was the home of Millard 
Fillmore, the thirteenth President of 
the United States. Here the great man 
spent the larger part of his life. He 
went there a poor youth of twenty, with 
four dollars in his pocket. He died 
there more than fifty years afterward 
worth one hundred and fifty thousand 
dollars, and after having filled the 
highest offices his country could bestow 
upon him. He owned a beautiful and 
elegant residence in the city, situated 
on one of the avenues, with a frontage 
toward the lake, of which a fine view is 
obtained. It is a modern mansion, 
three stories in height, with large stately 
rooms. It looks very little different 
externally from some of its neighbors, 
but the fact that it was for thirty years 
the home of one of our Presidents 
gives it importance and invests it with 
historic charm. 

On board a steamer bound for 
Detroit we again plowed the waves. 
The day was a delightful one; the 
morning had been cloudy and some 
rain had fallen, but by ten o’clock the 
sky was clear, and the sunbeams went 
dancing over the laughing waters. 
Hugh was on his high-horse, and full 
of historic reminiscences. 

“Do you know that this year is the 
two hundredth anniversary of a remark- 
able event for this lake?” he began. 
“Well, it is. It was in 1681, in the 
summer of the year, that the keel of 
the first vessel launched in Western 
waters was laid at a point six miles this 
side of the Niagara Falls. She was 
built by Count Frontenac who named 
her the Griffen. I should like to have 
sailed in it.” 

“Tts speed could hardly equal that 
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of the Detroit,” observed Vincent, 
complacently. 

“You hard, cold utilitarian!” ex- 
claimed the Historian ; “who cares any- 
thing about that? It is the romance of 
the thing that would charm me.” 

“And the romance consists in its 
being distant. We always talk of the 
good old times as though they were 
really any better than our own age! It 
is a beautiful delusion. Don’t you 
know how in walking the shady places 
are always behind us?” 

The Historian’s only answer to this 
banter was to shrug his shoulders scorn- 
fully and to light a fresh cigar. 

Lake Erie is about two hundred and 
forty miles in length and has a mean 
breadth of forty miles. Its surface is 
three hundred and thirty feet above 
Lake Ontario, and five hundred and 
sixty-five above the level of the sea. It 


receives the waters of the upper lakes 
by means of the Detroit River, and 
discharges them again by the Niagara 


into Lake Ontario. Lake Erie has a 
shallow depth, but Ontario, which is 
five hundred and two feet deep, is two 
hundred and thirty feet below the tide 
level of the ocean, or as low as most 
parts of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, and 
the bottoms of Lakes Huron, Michigan, 
and Superior, although their surface is 
much higher, are all, from their vast 
depths, on a level with the bottom of 
Ontario. Now, as the discharge through 
Detroit River, after allowing all the 
probable portion carried off by evapo- 
ration, does not appear by any means 
equal to the quantity of water which 
the other three lakes receive, it has 
been conjectured that a subterranean 
river may run from Lake Ontario. 
This conjecture is not improbable, and 
accounts for the singular fact that 
salmon and herring are caught in all 
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the lakes communicating with the St. 
Lawrence, but no others. As the Falls 
of Niagara must always have existed, it 
would puzzle the naturalists to say how 
those fish got into the upper lakes 
unless there is a subterranean river ; 
moreover, any periodical obstruction 
of the river would furnish a not im- 
probable solution of the mysterious 
flux and influx of the lakes. 

Some after noon we steamed past a 
small city on the southern coast which 
had a large natural harbor. 

“Erie and Presque Isle Bay,” an- 
nounced the Historian. “A famous 
place. From it sailed Oliver Hazard 
Perry with his fleet of nine sail to most 
unmercifully drub the British lion on 
that tenth day of September, 1813. 
The battle took place some distance 
from here over against Sandusky. IJ 
will tell you all about it when we get 
there. My grandfather was one of the 
actors.” 

He said no more, and for a long 
time the conversation was sustained by 
Vincent and myself. The steamer put 
in at Cleveland just at dusk. The stop 
was brief, however, and we left the 
beautiful and thriving city looking like 
a queen on the Ohio shore under the 
bridal veil of night. The evening was 
brilliant with moonlight. The lake was 
like a mirror or an enchanted sea. 
Hour after hour passed, and we still sat 
on deck gazing on the scene. Far to 
the south we saw the many lights of a 
city shining. It was Sandusky. 

“ How delightful it is!’ murmured 
Vincent. 

“Beautiful,” I replied. “If it were 
only the Ionian Sea, now, or the clear 
igean” — 

“Those classic waters cannot match 
this lake,” interrupted Hugh. “The 
battle of Erie will outlive Salamis or 





A Summer on the Great Lakes. 


Actium. The laurels of Themistokles 
and Augustus fade even now before 
those of Perry. He was a hero worth 
talking about, something more human 
altogether than any of Plutarch’s men. 
I feel it to be so now at least. It 
was right here somewhere that the 
battle raged.” 

“He was quite a young man, I be- 
lieve,”’ said I, glad to show that I knew 
something of the hero. I had seen his 
house at Newport many times, one of 
the old colonial kind, and his picture, 
that of a tall, slim man, with dash and 
bravery in his face, was not unfamiliar 
to me. 

“Yes; only twenty-seven, and just 
married,” continued the Historian, set- 
tling down to work. “Before the 


battle he read over his wife’s letters for 
the last time, and then tore them up, 
so that the enemy should not see those 


records of the heart, if victorious. 
‘ This is the most important day of my 
life,’ he said to his officers, as the first 
shot from the British came crashing 
among the sails of the Lawrence ; ‘ but 
we know how to beat those fellows,’ he 
added, with a laugh. He had nine 
vessels, with fifty-four guns and four 
hundred and ninety officers and men. 
The British had six ships mounting 
sixty-three guns, with five hundred and 
two officers and men. 

“In the beginning of the battle the 
British had the advantage. Their guns 
were of longer range, and Perry was 
exposed to their fire half an hour before 
he got in position where he could do 
execution. When he had succeeded 
in this the British concentrated their 
fire on his flag-ship. Enveloped in 
flame and smoke, Perry strove des- 
perately to maintain his ground till the 
sest of his ships could get into action. 
For more than two hours he sustained 
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the unequal conflict without flinching. 
It was his first battle, and, moreover, 
he was enfeebled by a fever from which 
he had just risen ; but he never lost his 
ease and confidence. When most of 
his men had fallen, when his ship lay 
an unmanageable wreck on the water, 
‘every brace and bowline shot away,’ 
and all his guns were rendered inef- 
fective, he still remained calm and 
unmoved. 

“* Eighteen men out of one hundred 
stood alive on his deck ; many of those 
were wounded. Lieutenant Yarnell, 
with a red handkerchief tied round his 
head and another round his neck to 
stanch the blood flowing from two 
wounds, stood bravely by his com- 
mander. But all seemed lost when, 
through the smoke, Perry saw the 
Niagara approaching uncrippled. 

“*Tf a victory is to be won I will win 
it,’ he said to the lieutenant. He tore 
down his flag with its glorious motto, — 
‘ Don’t give up the ship,’ — and leap- 
ing into a boat with half a dozen others, 
told the sailors to give way with a will. 
The Niagara was half a mile distant to 

«the windward, and the enemy, as soon 
as they observed his movement, direct- 
ed their fire upon his boat. Oars 
were splintered in the rowers’ hands by 
musket-balls, and the men_ themselves 
covered with spray from the roundshot 
and grape that smote the water on 
every side. But they passed safely 
through the iron storm, and at last 
reached the deck of the Niagara, where 
they were welcomed with thundering 
cheers. Lieutenant Elliot of the 
Niagara, leaving his own ship, took 
command of the Somers, and brought 
up the smaller vessels of the fleet, 
which had as yet been little in the 
action. Perry ran up his signal for 
close action, and from vessel to vessel 
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the answering signals went up in the 
sunlight and the cheers rang over the 
water. All together now bore down 
upon the enemy and, passing through 
his line, opened a raking crossfire. So 
close and terrible was that fire that the 
crew of the Lady Prevost ran below, 
leaving the wounded and stunned com- 
mander alone on the deck. Shrieks 
and groans rose from every side. In 
fifteen minutes from the time the signal 
was made Captain Barclay, the British 
commander, flung out the white flag. 
The firing then ceased; the smoke 
slowly cleared away, revealing the two 
fleets commingled, shattered, and torn, 
and the decks strewn with dead. The 
loss on each side was the same, one 
hundred and thirty-five killed and 
wounded. The combat had lasted 
about three hours. When Perry saw 
that victory was secure he wrote with 


a pencil on the back of an old letter, 
resting it on his navy cap, the despatch 
to General Harrison : ‘We have met the 
enemy, and they are ours: two ships, 
two brigs, one schooner, and one sloop.’ 

“It was a great victory,” concluded 


the eloquent narrator. “The young*® 
conqueror did not sleep a wink that 
night. Until the morning light he was 
on the quarter-deck of the Lawrence, 
doing what he could to relieve his suf- 
fering comrades, while the stifled groans 
of the wounded men echoed from ship 
to ship. The next day the dead, both 
the British and the American, were 
buried in a wild and solitary spot on 
the shore. And there they sleep the 
sleep of the brave, with the sullen waves 
to sing their perpetual requiem.” 

We sat in silence a long time after ; 
no one was disposed to speak. It 
came to us with power there on the 
moonlit lake, a realization of the hard- 
fought battle, the gallant bearing of the 
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young commander, his daring passage 
in an open boat through the enemy’s 
fire to the Niagara, the motto on his 
flag, the manner in which he carried 
his vessel alone through the enemy’s 
line, and then closed in half pistol-shot, 
his laconic account of the victory to 
his superior officer, the ships stripped 
of their spars and canvas, the groans of 
the wounded, and the mournful spec- 
tacle of the burial on the lake shore. 

Our next stopping-place was at 
Detroit, the metropolis of Michigan, on 
the river of the same name, the colony 
of the old Frenchman De la Mothe 
Cadillac, the colonial Pontchartrain, the 
scene of Pontiac’s defeat and of Hull’s 
treachery, cowardice, or incapacity, 
grandly seated on the green Michigan 
shore, overlooking the best harbor on 
the Great Lakes, and with a population 
of more than one hundred thousand. 
Two stormy days kept us within doors 
most of the time. The third day we 
were again “on board,” steaming up 
Detroit River into Lake St. Clair. On 
and on we kept, till the green waters 
of Huron sparkled beneath the keel of 
our steamer. All the way over the 
lake we kept the shores of Michigan in 
sight, beaches of white sand alternating 
with others of limestone shingle, and 
the forests behind, a tangled growth of 
cedar, fir, and spruce in impenetrable 
swamps, or a scanty, scrubby growth 
upon a sandy soil. Two hours were 
spent at Thunder Bay, where the 
steamer stopped for a supply of wood, 
and we went steaming on toward Mack- 
inaw, a hundred miles away. At sun- 
set of that day the shores of the green 
rocky island dawned upon us. The 
steamer swept up to an excellent dock, 
as the sinking sun was pouring a stream 
of molten gold across the flood, out of 
the amber gates of the west. 
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“ At last Mackinaw, great in history 
and story,” announced the Historian 
leaning on the taffrail and gazing at the 
clear pebbly bottom and through forty 
feet of water. 

““ My history consists of a series of 
statues and tableaux — statues of the 
great men, tableaux of the great 
events,” said Vincent. ‘“‘ Were there 
any such at Mackinaw?” 

“ Yes,” answered Hugh, “ two statues 
and one tableau — the former Mar- 
quette and Mae-che-ne-mock-qua, the 
latter the massacre at Fort Michili- 
makinack.”’ 

“The event happened during Pon- 
tiac’s war, I believe,’ I hastened to 
observe. “ The Indians took the place 
by stratagem, did they not?” 

“They did. It was on the fourth of 
July, 1763. The fort contained a hun- 
dred soldiers under the command of 
Major Etherington. In the neighbor- 
hood were four hundred Indians ap- 
parently friendly. On the day specified 
the savages played a great game of ball 
or baggatiway on the parade before the 
fort. Many of the soldiers went out to 
witness it and the gate was left open. 
During the game the ball was many 
times pitched over the pickets of the 
fort. Instantly it was followed by the 
whole body of players, in the unre- 
strained pursuit of a rude athletic 
exercise. The garrison feared nothing ; 
but suddenly the Indians drawing their 
concealed weapons began the massacre. 
No resistance was offered, so sudden 
and unexpected was the surprise. 
Seventy of the soldiers were murdered, 
the remainder were sold for slaves. 
Only one Englishman escaped. He 
was a trader named Henry. He was in 
his own house writing a letter to his 
Montreal friends by the canoe which was 
just on the eve of departure, when the 
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massacre began. Only a low board fence 
separated his grounds from those of M. 
Longlade, a Frenchman, who had great 
influence with the savages. He ob- 
tained entrance into the house, where 
he was concealed by one of the 
women, and though the savages made 
vigorous search for him, he remained 
undiscovered. You can imagine the 
horrible sight the fort presented when 
the sun went down, the soldiers in their 
red uniforms lying there scalped and 
mangled, a ghastly heap under the 
summer sky. And to just think it was 
only a short time ago, a little more 
than a hundred years.” 

We could hardly realize it as we 
gazed up the rocky eminence at the 
United States fort, one hundred and 
fifty feet high, overlooking the little 
village. And yet Mackinaw’s history 
is very little different from that of 
most Western settlements and military 
stations. Dark, sanguinary, and bloody 
tragedies were constantly enacted upon 
the frontiers for generations. As every 
one acquainted with our history must 
know, the war on the border has been 
an almost interminable one. As the 
tide of emigration has rolled westward 
it has ever met that fiery counter-surge, 
and only overcome it by incessant 
battling and effort. And even now, as 
the distant shores of the Pacific are 
wellnigh reached, that resisting wave 
still gives forth its lurid flashes of 
conflict. 

Mackinaw Island is only about three 
miles long and two in breadth, with 
a circuit of nine miles in all. It rises 
out of the lake to an average height 
of three hundred feet, and is heavily 
wooded with cedar, beech, maple, and 
yew. Three of its sides are bold and 
rocky, the fourth slopes down gradually 
toward the north to meet the blue 
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waters of the lake. The island is inter- 
sected in all directions with carriage- 
roads and paths, and in the bay are 
always to be seen the row and sail boats 
belonging to pleasure-seekers. From 
four to seven steamers call at the wharf 
daily, while fleets of sailing-vessels may 
at any time be descried from old Fort 
Holmes, creeping noiselessly on to the 
commercial marts of those great inland 
seas. 

Tradition lends its enchantment to 
the isle. According to the Indian 
legend it rose suddenly from the calm 
bosom of the lake at the sunset hour. 
In their fancy it took the form of a 
huge turtle, and so they bestowed upon 
it the name of Moe-che-ne-nock-e- 
- nung. In the Ojibway mythology it 


became the home of the Great Fairies, 
and to this day it is said to be a sacred 
spot to all Indians who preserve the 


memory of the primal times. The 
fairies lived in a subterranean abode 
under the island, and an old sagamore, 
Chees-a-kee, is related to have been 
conducted @ /a AEneus, in Virgil, to the 
halls of the spirits and to have seen 
them all assembled in the spacious wig- 
wam. Had some bard taken up the 
tale of this fortunate individual, the 
literature of the red man might have 
boasted an epic ranking perhaps with 
the Aineid or the Iliad. 

From the walls of old Fort Holmes, 
two hundred feet above the lake, a fine 
view is obtained of the island and its 
surroundings. Westward is Point St. 
Ignace, a sharply defined cape run- 
ning out from the mainland into the 
strait. There rest the bones of good 
Father Marquette, who, in 1671, erected 
a chapel on the island and began to 
Christianize the wild natives of this 
region. On the northwest we see the 
“ Sitting Rabbits,” two curious-looking 
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rockhills which bear a singular resem- 
blance to our common American hare. 
Eastward stretches away the boundless 
inland sea, a beautiful greenish-blue, to 
the horizon. The mountains of St. 
Martin, and the hills from which flow 
Carp and Pine Rivers meet the northern 
vision. To the south is Boisblanc Island, 
lying like an emerald paradise on the 
bosom of Lake Huron, and close beside 
it, as if seeking protection, is lovely 
Round Island. Among all these islands, 
and laving the shores of the adjacent 
mainland, are the rippling waves of the 
lake, now lying as if asleep in the flood- 
ing light, anon white-capped and angry, 
driven by the strong winds. Beneath 
us are the undulations of billowy green 
foliage, calm and cool, intersected with 
carriage-roads, and showing yonder the 
white stones of the soldiers’ and citizens’ 
graves. Here, down by the water, and 
close under the fort, the white, quaint 
houses lie wrapped in light and quiet. 
Breezes cool and delightful, breezes that 
have traversed the broad expanse of 
the lakes, blow over your face softly, 
as in Indian myth blows the wind from 
the Land of Souls. The scene and the 
hour lulls you into a sense of delicious 
quietude. You are aroused by the 
shrill whistle of a steamer, and you 
descend dockward to note the fresh 
arrivals. 

Several days’ excursions do not ex- 
haust the island. One day we go to 
see Arch Rock, a beautiful natural 
bridge of rock spanning a chasm some 
eighty feet in height and forty in width. 
The summit is one hundred and fifty 
feet above the level. Another day 
we visit Sugar-loaf Rock, an isolated 
conical shape one hundred and forty 
feet high, rising from a plateau in the 
centre of the island. A hole half-way 
up its side is large enough to hold a 
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dozen persons, and has in it the names 
of a hundred eager aspirants after im- 
mortality. On the southwest side of 
the island is a perpendicular rock bluff, 
rising one hundred and fifty feet from 
the lake and called “Lover's Leap.” 
The legend was told us one afternoon 
by Hugh, as follows : — 

“In the ancient time, when the red 
men held their councils in this heart of 
the waters, and the lake around rippled 
to the canoe fleets of warrior tribes 
going and returning, a young Ojibway 
girl had her home or this sacred isle. 
Her name was Mae-che-ne-mock-qua, 
and she was beautiful as the sunrise of 
a summer morning. She had many 
lovers, but only to one brave did the 
blooming Indian girl give her heart. 
Often would Mae-che-ne-mock-qua 
wander to this solitary rock and gaze 
out upon the wide waters after the 
receding canoes of the combined Ojjib- 
way and Ottawa bands, speeding south 
for scalps and glory. There, too, she 
always watched for their return, for 
among them was the one she loved, an 
eagle-pluined warrior, Ge-win-e-gnon, 
the bravest of the brave. The west wind 
often wafted the shouts of the victori- 
ous braves far in advance of them as 
they returned from the mainland, and 
highest above all she always heard the 
voice of Ge-win-e-gnon. But one time, 
in the chorus of shouts, the maiden 
heard no longer the voice of her lover. 
Her heart told her that he had gone 
to the spirit-land behind the sunset, 
and she should no more behold his 
face among the chieftains. So it was: 
a Huron arrow had pierced his heart, 
and his last words were of his maiden 
in the Fairy Isle. Sad grew the heart 
of the lovely Mae-che-ne-mock-qua. 
She had no wish to live. She could 
only stand on the cliff and gaze at the 
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west, where the form of her lover ap- 
peared beckoning her to follow him. 
One morning her mangled body was 
found at the foot of the cliff; she had 
gone to mect her lover in the spirit- 
land. So love gained its sacrifice and 
a maiden became immortal.” 

A well-earned night’s sleep, bathed 
in this highly ozoned lake atmosphere, 
which magically soothes every nerve 
and refreshes every sense like an elixir, 
and we are off again on the broad 
bosom of the Mackinaw strait, thread- 
ing a verdant labyrinth of emerald islets 
and following the course of Father 
Jacques Marquette, who two hundred 
years before us had set off from the 
island in two canoes, with his friend 
Louis Joliet, to explore and Christianize 
the region of the Mississippi. We 
looked back upon the Fairy Island with 
regretful eyes, and as it sunk into the 
lake Hugh repeated the lines of the 
poet : — 

“ A gem amid gems, set in blue yielding waters, 

Is Mackinac Island with cliffs girded round, 

For her eagle-plumed braves and her true-hearted 
daughters ; 


Long, long ere the pale face came widely re- 
nowned. 


“ Tradition invests thee with Spirit and Fairy; 

Thy dead soldiers’ sleep shall no drum-beat 
awake, 

While about thee the cool winds do lovingly tarry 

And kiss thy green brows with the breath of the 
lake. 


“Thy memory shall haunt me wherever life 
reaches, 

Thy day-dreams of fancy, thy night's balmy sleep, 

The plash of thy waters along the smooth beaches, 

The shade of thine evergreens, grateful and deep. 


“O Mackinac Island! rest long in thy glory! 

Sweet native to peacefulness, home of delight! 

Beneath thy soft ministry, care and sad worry 

Shall flee from the weary eyes blessed with thv 
sight.” 


“That poet had taste,” remarked 
our friend when he had concluded. 
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“ Beautiful Isle! Nowonder the great 
missionary wished his bones to rest 
within sight of its shores. Marquette 
never seemed to me so great as now. 
Hé was one of those Jesuits like Zin- 
zendorf and Sebastian Ralle, wonderful 
men, ail of them, full of energy and 
adventure and missionary zeal, and 
devoted to the welfare of their order. 
At the age of thirty he was sent among 
the Hurons as a missionary. He 
founded the mission of Sault de Ste. 
Marie in Lake Superior, in 1668, and 
three years later that of Mackinaw. 
In 1673, in company with Joliet and 
five other Frenchmen, the adventyous 
missionary set out on a voyage toward 
the South Sea. They followed the 
Mississippi to the Gulf, and returning, 
arrived at Green Bay in September. In 
four months they had traveled a dis- 
tance of twenty-five hundred miles in 
an open canoe. Marquette was sick 


a whole year, but in 1674, at the solici- 
tation of his superior, set out to preach 


to the Kaskaskia Indians. He was 
compelled to halt on the way by his 
infirmities, and remained all winter at 
the place, with only two Frenchmen to 
minister to his wants. As soon as it was 
spring, knowing full well that he could 
not live, he attempted to return to 
Mackinaw. He died on the way, on a 
small river that bears his name, which 
empties into Lake Michigan on the 
western shore. His memory en- 
wreathes the very names of Superior 
and Michigan with the halo of 
romance.” 

“ Thank you,” said Vincent, looking 
out over the dark water. “I can fancy 
his ghost haunting the lake at mid- 
night.” 

“Speak not of that down at the 
Queen City,” returned Hugh, with a 
tragic air. “ Pork and grain are more 
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substantial things than ghosts at Chi- 
cago, and they might look on ycu as 
an escaped lunatic. Nathless, it was 
a pretty idea to promulgate among 
the Indians two centuries ago. Observe 
how civilization has changed. Two 
hundred years ago we sent missionaries 
among them: now we send soldiers to 
shoot them down, after we have plun- 
dered them of their lands.” 

Neither of us were disposed to discuss 
the Indian question with Hugh Warren, 
and the conversation dropped after 
a while. . 

At noon of the next day the steamer 
made Milwaukee, and the evening of 
the day after Chicago. These two 
cities are excellent types of the Western 
city, and both show, in a wonderful 
degree, the rapid growth of towns in 
the great West. Neither had an inhab- 
itant before 1825, and now one has 
a population of one hundred thousand, 
and the other of five hundred thou- 
sand. Chicago is, in fact, a wonder of 
the world. Its unparalleled growth, its 
phoenix-like rise from the devastation 
of the great fire of 1871, and its cos- 
mopolitan character, all contribute to 
render it a remarkable city. 

The city looks out upon the lake like 
a queen, as in fact she is, crowned by 
the triple diadem of beauty, wealth, 
and dignity. She is the commercial 
metropolis of the whole Northwest, an 
emporium second only to New York in 
the quantity of her imports and exports. 
The commodious harbor is thronged 
with shipping. Her water communica- 
tion has a vast area. Foreign consuls 
from Austria, France, Great Britain, 
Belgium, Italy, Sweden, Germany, and 
the Netherlands, have their residence 
in the city. It is an art-centre, and 
almost equally with Brooklyn is entitled 
to be called a city of churches. 
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A week is a short time to devote to 
seeing all that this queen city has that 
is interesting, and that included every 
day we spent there. Neither in a 
sketch like the present shall we have 
space to give more than we have done 
—a general idea of the city. One 
day about noon we steamed out of the 
harbor, on a magnificent lake-steamer, 
bound for Duluth. We were to have 
a run of over seven hundred miles with 
but a single stopping-place the whole 
distance. It would be three days 
before we should step on land again. 

“ Farewell, a long farewell, to the 
city of the Indian sachem,” said Hugh, 
as the grand emporium and railway- 
centre grew dim in the distance. “ By 
the way,” continued he, “are you 
aware that the correct etymology of the 
name Chicago is not generally known ?”’ 

Vincent and I confessed that we did 


not even know the supposed efymology 
of the name. 
‘* No matter about that,” went on the 


Historian. ‘The name is undoubtedly 
Indian, corrupted from Chercaqua, the 
name of a long line of chiefs, meaning 
strong, also applied to a wild onion. 
Long before the white men knew the 
region the site of Chicago was a favorite 
rendezvous of several Indian tribes. 
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mores whose memories she has for- 
gotten. 

On the third day we steamed past 
Mackinaw, and soon made the ship- 
canal which was constructed for the 
passage of large ships, a channei 
a dozen miles long and half a mile 
wide. And now, hurrah! We are on 
the waters of Lake Superior, the 
“ Gitche Gumee, the shining Big Sea- 
Water,” of Longfellow’s musical verse. 
The lake is a great sea. Its greatest 
length is three hundred and sixty miles, 
its greatest breadth one hundred and 
forty miles; the whole length of its 
coast is fifteen hundred miles. It has 
an area of thirty-two thousand square 
miles, and a mean depth of one thou- 
sand feet. These dimensions show it 
to be by far the largest body of fresh 
water on the globe. 

Nothing can be conceived more 
charming than a cruise on this lake in 
summer. The memories of the lake 
are striking and romantic in the ex- 
treme. There is a background of 
history and romance which renders 
Superior a classic water. It was a fav- 
orite fishing-ground for several tribes 
of Indians, and its aboriginal name 
Ojibwakechegun, was derived from one 
of these, the Ojibways, who lived on the 


The first geographical notice of the southern shore when the lake first be- 


place occurs in a map dated Quebec, 
Canada, 1683, as ‘Fort Chicagon.’ 
Marquette camped on the site during 
the winter of 1674-5. A fort was built 
there by the French and afterward 
abandoned. So you see that Chicago 
has a history that is long anterior to the 
existence of the present city. Have 
a cigar, Montague?” 

Clouds of fragrant tobacco-smoke 
soon obscured the view of the Queen 
City of the Northwest, busy with life 
above the graves of the Indian saga- 


came known to white men. The waters 
of the lake vary in color from a dazzling 
green toa sea-blue, and are stocked with 
all kinds of excellent fish. Numerous 
islands are scattered about the lake, 
some low and green, others rocky and 
rising precipitately to great heights 
directly up from the deep water. The 
coast of the lake is for the most part 
rocky. Nowhere upon the inland 
waters of North America is the scenery 
so bold and grand as around Lake 
Superior. Famous among travelers 
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are those precipitous walls of red sand- 
stone on the south coast, described in 
all the earlier accounts of the lake as 
the “Pictured Rocks.” They stand 
opposite the greatest width of the lake 
and exposed to the greatest force of 
the heavy storms from the north. The 
effect of the waves upon them is not 
only seen in their irregular shape, but 
the sand derived from their disintegra- 
tion is swept down the coast below and 
raised by the winds into long lines of 
sandy cliffs. At the place called the 
Grand Sable these are from one hun- 
dred to three hundred feet high, and 
the region around consists of hills of 
drifting sand. 

Half-way across the lake Keweenaw 
Point stretches out into the water. 
Here the steamer halted for wood. We 
landed on the shore in a beautiful 
grove. “What a place for a dinner!” 
cried one of the party. 

“ Glorious ! glorious!” chimed in a 
dozen voices. 

“ How long has the boat to wait?” 
asked Hugh. 

‘One hour,” was the answer of the 
weather-beaten son of Neptune. 

“That gives us plenty of time,” was 
the general verdict. So without more 
ado lunch-baskets were brought ashore. 


The steamer’s steward was prevailed * 


upon, by a silver dollar thrust slyly into 
his hand, to help us, and presently the 
whole party was feasting by the lakeside. 
And what a royal dining-room was that 
grove, its outer pillars rising from the 
very lake itself, its smooth brown floor 
of pine-needles, arabesqued with a flit- 
ting tracery of sun shadows and fiutter- 
ing leaves, and giving through the true 
Gothic arches of its myriad windows 
glorious views of the lake that lay like 
an enchanted sea before us! And 
whoever dined more regally, more di- 
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vinely, even, though upon nectar and 
ambrosia, than our merry-makers as 
they sat at their well-spread board, 
with such glowing, heaven-tinted pic- 
tures before their eyes, such balmy airs 
floating about their happy heads, and 
such music as the sunshiny waves 
made in their glad, listening ears? It 
was like a picture out of Hiawatha. 
At least it seemed to strike our young 
lady so, who in a voice of peculiar 
sweetness and power recited the open- 
ing of the twenty-second book of that 
poem : — 


“ By the shore of Gitche Gumee, 
By the shining Big Sea-Water, 
At the doorway of his wigwam, 
In the pleasant Summer morning, 
Hiawatha stood and waited. 

All the air was full of freshness, 
All the earth was bright and joyous, 
And before him, through the sunshine, 
Westward toward the neighboring forest 


Bright above him shone the heavens, 
Level spread the lake before him; 
From its bosom leaped the sturgeon, 
Sparkling, flashing in the sunshine; 
On its margin the great forest 
Stood reflected in the water, 

Every treetop had its shadow 
Motionless beneath the water.” 


“Thank you, Miss,” said Hugh, 
gallantly. “We only need a wigwam 
with smoke curling from it under these 
trees, and a ‘ birch canoe with paddles, 
rising, sinking on the water, dripping, 
flashing in. the sunshine,’ to complete 


the picture. It’s a pity the Indians 
ever left this shore.” 

“So the settlers of Minnesota thought 
in ’62,” observed Vincent, ironically. 

“The Indians would have been all 
right if the white man had stayed 
away,” replied the Historian, hotly. 

“Tn that case we should not be here 
now, and, consequently ” — 
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What promised to be quite a warm 
discussion was killed in the embryo by 
the captain’s clear cry, “ All aboard!” 

Once more we were steaming west- 
ward toward the land of the Dacotahs. 
That night we all sat up till after mid- 
night to see the last of our lake, for in 
the morning Duluth would be in sight. 
It was a night never to be forgotten. 
The idle words and deeds of my com- 
panions have faded from my mind, but 
never will the memory of the bright 
lake rippling under that moonlit sky. 

A city picturesquely situated on the 
side of a hill which overlooks the lake 
and rises gradually toward the north- 
west, reaching the height of six hundred 
feet a mile from the shore, with a river 
on one side. That is Duluth. The 
city takes its name from Juan du Luth, 
a French officer, who visited the region 
in 1679. In 1860 there were only 
seventy white inhabitants in the place, 
and in 1869 the number had not much 
increased. The selection of the village 
as the eastern terminus of the Northern 
Pacific Railroad gave it an impetus, 
and now Duluth is a city of fifteen 
thousand inhabitants, and rapidly grow- 
ing. The harbor is a good one, and is 
open about two hundred days in the 
year. Six regular lines of steamers run 
to Chicago, Cleveland, Canadian ports, 
and ports on the south shore of Lake 
Superior. The commerce of Duluth, 
situated as it is in the vicinity of the 
mineral districts on both shores of the 
lake, surrounded by a well-timbered 
country, and offering the most con- 
venient outlet for the products of the 
wheat region further west, is of growing 
importance. In half a century Duluth 
will be outranked in wealth and popula- 
tion by no more than a dozen cities in 
America. 

Our stay at Duluth was protracted 
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many days. One finds himself at home 
in this new Western city, and there are 
a thousand ways in which to amuse 
yourself. If you are disposed for a walk, 
there are any number of delightful 
woodpaths leading to famous bits of 
beach where you may sit and dream 
the livelong day without fear of inter- 
ruption or notice. If you would try 
camping-out, there are guides and 
canoes riglit at your hand, and the 
choice of scores of beautiful and 
delightful spots within easy reach of 
your hotel or along the shore of the 
lake and its numerous beautiful islands, 
or as far away into the forest as you 
care to penetrate. Lastly, if piscatorially 
inclined, here is a boathouse with every 
kind of boat from the steam-yacht 
down to the birch canoe, and there is 
the lake, full of “lakers,” sturgeon, 
whitefish, and speckled trout, some of 
the latter weighing from thirty to forty 
pounds apiece, — a condition of things 
alike satisfactory and tempting to every 
owner of a rod and line. 
The guides, of whom there are large 
numbers to be found at Duluth, as 
indeed at all of the northern border 
towns, are a class of men too interest- 
ing and peculiar to be passed over 
without more than a cursory notice. 
These men are mostly French-Canadians 
and Indians, with now and then a 
native, and for hardihood, skill, and 
reliability, cannot be surpassed by any 
other similar class of men the world 
over. They are usually men of many 
parts, can act equally well as guide, 
boatman, baggage-carrier, purveyor, and 
cook. They are respectful and chival- 
rous: no woman, be she old or young, 
fair or faded; fails to receive the most 
polite and courteous treatment at their 
hands, and with these qualities they 
possess a manly independence that is 
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as far removed from servility as forward- 
ness. Someof these men are strikingly 
handsome, with shapely statuesque 
figures that recall the Antinous and the 
Apollo Belvidere. Their life is neces- 
sarily a hard one, exposed as they are 
to all sorts of weather and the dangers 
incidental to their profession. At a 
comparatively early age they break 
down, and extended excursions are left 
to the younger and more active mem- 
bers of the fraternity. 

Camping-out, provided the weather 
is reasonably agreeable, is one of the 
most delightful and healthful ways to 
spend vacation. It is a sort of wood- 
man’s or frontier life. It means living 


in a tent, sleeping on boughs or leaves, 
cooking your own meals, washing your 
own dishes and clothes perhaps, get- 
ting up your own fuel, making your own 
fire, and foraging for your own proven- 


der. It means activity, variety, novelty, 
and fun alive; and the more you have 
of it the more you like it; and the 
longer you stay the less willing you are 
to give itup. There is a freedom in it 
that you do not getelsewhere. All the 
stiff formalties of conventional life are 
put aside: you are left free to enjoy 
yourself as you choose. All in all, it is 
the very best way we know to enjoy 
a “glorious vacation.” 

At Duluth, at Sault de Ste. Marie, at 
Mackinaw, at Saginaw, we wandered 
away days at a time, with nothing but 
our birch canoe, rifles, and fishing-rods, 
and for provisions, hard bread, pork, 
potatoes, coffee, tea, rice, butter, and 
sugar, closely packed. Any camper- 
out can make himself comfortable with 
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an outfit as simple as the one named. 
How memory clings around some of 
those bright spots we visited! I pass 
over them again, in thought, as I write 
these lines, longing to nestle amid them 
forever. 

Following along the coast, now in 
small yachts hired for the occasion, now 
in a birch canoe of our own, we passed 
from one village to another. Wherever 
we happened to be at night, we en- 
camped. Many a time it was on a 
lonely shore. Standing at sunset on 
a pleasant strand, more than once we 
saw the glow of the vanished sun 
behind the western mountains or the 
western waves, darkly piled in mist and 
shadow along the sky; near at hand, 
the dead pine, mighty in decay, stretch- 
ing its ragged arms athwart the burning 
heavens, the crow perched on its top 
like an image carved in jet; and aloft, 
the night-hawk, circling in his flight, 
and, with a strange whining sound, 
diving through the air each moment for 
the insects he makes his prey. 

But all good things, as well as others, 
have an end. The season drew to a 
close at last. August nights are chilly 
for sleeping in tents. Our flitting must 
cease, and our thoughts and steps turn 
homeward. But a few days are still 
left us. At Buffalo once more we go 
to see the Falls. Then by boat to 
Hamilton, thence to Kingston at the 
foot of the lake, and so on through 
the Tlousand Isles to Montreal, and 
finally to Quebec, — a tour as fascinat- 
ing in its innumerable and singularly 
wild and beautiful “sights” as heart 
could desire. 
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OUR NATIONAL CEMETERIES. 


By CHARLES CowLeEy, LL.D. 


THERE are circumstances generally 
attending the death of the soldier or 
the sailor, whether on battle-field or 
gun-deck, whether in the captives’ 
prison, the cockpit, or the field-hospi- 
tai, which touch our sensibilities far 
more deeply than any circumstances 
which usually attend the death of men 
of any other class; moving within us 
mingled emotions of pathos and pity, 
of mystery and awe. 

“There is a tear for all that die, 
A mourner o'er the humblest grave; 


But nations swell the funeral cry, 

And freedom weeps above the brave; 
“For them is sorrow’s purest sigh, 

O'er ocean's heaving bosom sent; 
In vain their bones unburied lie,— 

All earth becomes their monument, 
“A tomb is their's on every page; 

An epitaph on every tongue; 
The present hours, the future age, 

Nor them bewail, to them belong. 


“A theme to crowds that knew them not, 
Lamented by admiring foes, 

Who would not share their glorious lot? 
Who would not die the death they chose?” 


A similar halo invests our National 
Cemeteries — which are the most per- 
manent mementos of our sanguinary 
Civil War. 

Nature labors diligently to cover 
up her scars. Most of the battle-fields 
of the Rebellion now show growths 
of use and beauty. Many of the 
structures of that great conflict have 
already ceased to be. Some of them 
have been swept away by the winds 
or overgrown with weeds ; others, like 
Fort Wagner, have been washed away 
by the waves. But neither winds nor 
waves are likely to disturb the monu- 
ments or the cemeteries of our soldiers 
and sailors. Where they were placed, 


there they remain; “and there they 
will remain forever.” 

The seventy-eight National Ceme- 
teries distributed over the country 
contain the remains of three hundred 
and eighteen thousand four hundred 
and fifty-five men, classed as follows: 
known, 170,960; unknown, 147,495 ; 
total, 318,455. And these are not half 
of those whose deaths are attributable 
to their service in the armies and navies 
of the United States and the Confeder- 
ate States, who are buried in all sec- 
tions of the Union and in foreign lands. 

In some of these cemeteries, as at 
Gettysburg, Antietam, City Point, Win- 
chester, Marietta, Woodlawn, Hampton, 
and Beaufort, by means of public ap- 
propriations and private subscriptions, 
statues and other monuments have at 
different times been erected ; and many 
others doubtless will be erected in them 
hereafter. Some of them are in secluded 
situations, where for many miles the 
population is sparse, and the few people 
that live near them cherish tenderer 
recollections of the “ Lost Cause ” than 
of that which finally won. But such of 
them as are contiguous to cities are 
places of interest to more or less of 
the neighboring population; and, in 
some of them, there are commemora- 
tive services upon Memorial Days. 

These cemeteries have many features 
in common; and much that may be 
said of one of them may also be said 
of the others—merely changing the 
names. 

It happened to the present writer 
to visit the National Cemetery at 
Beaufort, South Carolina, to deliver an 
oration on Memorial Day, 1881, in the 
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nidst of ten thousand graves of the 
soldiers and sailors of the department 
of the South and South Atlantic block- 
ading squadron. The dead interred in 
these thirty acres of graves are : known, 
4,748, unknown, 4,493; total, 9,241. 
Among the trees planted in this ceme- 
tery is a willow, grown from a branch 
of the historic tree which once over- 
shadowed the grave of Napoleon at 
St. Helena. 

Generals Thomas W. Sherman and 
John G. Foster, who commanded that 
department, and Admirals Dupont and 
Dahlgren, who commanded that squad- 
ron, all died in their Northern homes 
since the peace, and their graves are 
not to be looked for here. The same 
may be said of hundreds of military 
and naval officers who performed valu- 
able services on these shores and along 
these coasts, and have since “ passed 
over to the great majority.” 

That neither General Strong nor 
General Schimmelfennig is buried here 
might be accounted for by the fact 
that, though they died by reason of their 
having served in this department, they 
died at the North. But even General 
Mitchell, whose flag of command was 
last unfurled in this department, who 
died in Beaufort, and was originally 
buried under the sycamores of the 
Episcopal churchyard, now sleeps in 
the shades of Greenwood, and not (as 
he would probably have preferred, could 
he have foreseen this cemetery) among 
the brave men whom he commanded. 

The best known names among those 
here buried (to use a pardonable 
Hibernianism) are among the “ un- 
known.” For here, as we may believe, 
in unknown graves, rest the remains 
of Colonel Robert G. Shaw, of the 
Fifty-fourth Massachusetts (colored), 
Colonel Haldimand S. Putnam, of the 
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Seventh New Hampshire, Lieutenant- 
Colonel James M. Green, of the Forty- 
eighth New York, and many other gal- 
lant officers and men who were killed 
in the assault on Fort Wagner, July 
18, 1863, and who were first buried 
by the Confederates in the sands of 
Morris Island. 

Many a Northern college is repre- 
sented here. Among those to whom 
tablets have been erected in the Memo- 
rial Hall of Harvard University, who 
are buried here, besides Colonel Shaw, 
are Captains Winthrop P. Boynton and 
William D. Crane, who were killed at 
Honey Hill, November 30, 1864; and 
Captain Cabot J. Russell, who fell with 
Shaw at Fort Wagner. Yet these are 
but the beginning of the list of the 
sons of Massachusetts who rest in this 
“ garden of graves.” 

Among the many gallant men of the 
navy buried here is Acting-Master 
Charles W. Howard, of the ironclad 
steam - frigate New Ironsides, whom 
Lieutentant Glassell shot during his 
bold attempt to blow up the New 
Ironsides with the torpedo steamer 
David, October 5, 1863. Another 
is Thomas Jackson, coxswain of the 
Wabash, the deau ideal of an Ameri- 
can sailor, who was killed in the battle 
of Port Royal, November 7, 1861. 

Death, !ike a true democrat, levels all 
distinctions. Still, it may be mentioned 
that Lieutenant-Colonel William N. 
Reed, who was mortally wounded at 
Olustee while in command of the Thirty- 
fifth United States colored troops, 
February 20, 1864, was, while living, 
the highest officer in rank, whose grave 
is known here. Other gallant officers, 
killed at Olustee, are buried near him. 
Among these, probably, is Colonel 
Charles W. Fribley, of the Eighth 
United States colored troops; though 
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he may be still sleeping beneath the 
sighing pines of Olustee. 

As far as practicable, all Federal sol- 
diers and sailors buried along the sea- 
board of South Carolina, Georgia, and 
Florida, have been removed to Beaufort 
Cemetery ; and, as Governor Alexander 
H. Bullock said: ‘“ Wherever they 
ofiered up their lives, amid the thunder 
of battle, or on the exhausting march, 
in victory or in defeat, in hospital or 
in prison, officers and privates, soldiers 
and sailors, patriots all, they fell like 
the beauty of Israel on their high 
places, burying all distinctions of rank 
in the august equality of death.” 

One section of the cemetery is 
devoted to the Confederates. There 
are more than a hundred of these, 
including several commissioned officers ; 
and on Memorial Days the same ladies 
who decorate the graves of the Federals 
decorate also in the same manner the 
graves of the Confederates ; recognizing 
that, though in life they were arrayed 
as mortal enemies, they are now 
reconciled in “the awful but kindly 
brotherhood of death.” Sir Walter 
Scott enjoins :— 

“Speak not for those a separate doom, 
Whom fate made brothers in the tomb.” 
And One infinitely greater than Sir 
Walter has inculcated still loftier senti- 

ments. 

Among the graves to which the at- 
tention of the writer was particularly 
attracted was that of Charley a 
boy of Colonel Putnam’s regiment, who 
had now been dead more years than he 
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had lived. His parents, living on the 
shores of Lake Winnipiseogee, and 
walking daily over the paths which he 
had often trod, had plucked the earliest 
flower of their northern clime and sent 
it to the superintendent of the cem- 
etery, to be planted at Charley’s grave. 
The burning sun of South Carolina had 
not spared that flower; but something 
of it still remained. Its mute eloquence 
spoke to the heart of the tender recol- 
lections of a father and of a mother’s 
undying love. How truly does Words- 
worth say, — 


“The meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.” 


For us who have survived the perils 
of battle and the far more fatal diseases 
that wasted our forces, and for all who 
cherish the memory of these dead, it 
will always be a consoling thought that 
the Federal government has done so 
much to provide honorable sepulture 
for those who fell in defence of the 
Union. We can all appreciate Lord 
Byron’s lament for the great Florentine 
poet and patriot : — 


“ Ungrateful Florence! Dante sleeps afar, 
Like Scipio, buried by the upbraiding shore.” 


But we can have no such regret for 
our lost comrades, buried not upon a 
foreign, nor upon an unfriendly shore, 
but in the bosom of the soil which their 
blood redeemed. Sacred is the tear 
that is shed for the unreturning brave. 


“'Tis the tear through many a long day wept, 
"Tis life's whole path o’ershaded ; 
"Tis the one remembrance, fondly kept, 
When all lighter griefs have faded.” 
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OGUNQUIT FISHING FLEET. 


WILLIAM HALE. 


I sEE the fishing boats put out 
Each morn upon the sea, 

And from my early window watch 
Them floating far and free. 


Ere the first flush of day appears, 
While stars are in the sky, 

Out steal the boats all silently, 
And to their moorings hie. 


While rest their wives and little ones, 
And all the world’s asleep, 

These hardy fishers launch their boats, 
And sail forth on the deep. 


To feed the little hungry mouths, 
To cover little feet, 

Each day, when wind and wave allow, 
Toils hard the fishing fleet. 


‘To keep their wives and little ones, 
And their snug homes maintain, 
They draw a well-earned livelihood 

From the begrudging main. 


A league or more out from the shore, 
They fish with trawl and line; 

With cunning hand draw deftly in 
The trophies of the brine. 


I see them stealing here and there, 
In distance small and slow; 

And with my glass I find each one 
As in and out they go. 


I know each boat, I find them all, 
And count them one by one; 

Dark spots upon the waters bright, 
Like motes upon the sun. 


By heart and rote I know each boat, 
Name each familiar friend; 

And out to each, in earnest speech, 
A hearty God-speed send. 


To each familiar form I turn, 
A-bending o’er the bay; 

And ask of Him who made the sea, 
To guide them in his way. 


O friends of mine, O fishers free, 
Sail on, and nobly on 

Until the voyage of life be o’er, 
And the safe harbor won. 


Sail on, and learn to prize full well 
The joys of simple life ; 

Let not the great world beat for you 
Her noisy wings of strife. 


Sail on, and ever fearless on, 
The billows bravely breast; 
Nor let the hollow world entice 
You from your port of rest. 


Sail on, and lean your trusting hearts 
Upon God's ocean wide; 

And learn to prize his love more than 
The great round world beside. 


O friends of mine, O sailors strong, 
© hearts that beat so true; 

Ye cannot know these earnest thoughts 
That go out after you. 


Good friends, ye cannot hear this song, 
Nor feel this heart of mine, 

That warm and loving beats for you 
Far out upon the brine. 


But heart shall read each heart one day, 
And friend with friend shali meet. 

Peace be with ye, O sailors of Ogunquit, 
Ogunquit fishing fleet! 
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